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ssarnum’s American Museum, 


THE GREAT SPECTRAL comeaggas 





THE GHOST! 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING, 
Introduced in an appropriate and thrilling drama. 
THE SISUX AND WINNEBAGO INDIAN 


CuIErs M Lg = YS SQUAWS. _ The 
Python, — Serpent, ored oe, 
cal Fish, ete., at all hours, and yet the price of 


admission is only 25 cents, Children under Ten years 
16 cents. ° 








FRANK LESLIE’S 
ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER. 
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a Commpunteations, Roche or Pen, te. must 
be addressed to FRANK LESLIE. 72 Duane 
tween Broadway and Elm, New York. — 








Dealers supplied and subscriptions received 
FRANK LESLIE’s ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPE be 
FRANK LESLIE’s PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE 





WAR OF 1861, by GzorGE P, Bemis & Co., 
elors of the American, 100 Fleet Street, 
don, England, Single copies always on sale, 
* TERMS FOR THIS PAPER: 
One OME VORP... ccccccccvesccccsecs 
‘Two copies a eocccces bomnseereneR 
ar: 9. ghiarsssctesisevess sesee 900 
See sans Fees eas YOAP...ceeseeee 5 OO 








TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


my at Gettysb to ~< "Piotare of Wounded Vol- 
r al r] _ cture of 
Prediction—My Husband. a 


Our Seventeenth Volume. 


Tue Sixteen Volumes of Frank LEsLir’s 
ILLUSTRATED Paper form a Pictorial History 
of the Country and of the World unequalled 
in the annals of the Newspaper Press. Since 
the beginning of the present war we have 
exceeded even our own anticipations, and in 
the number, variety, beauty and truthfulness 
of our illustrations have not been ap- 
proached by any other journal, even in Eng- 
land and France. Our aim is not to give the 
result of artistic studies in imaginary scenes, 
so as to display the genius of the artist, but 
to mirror life as it passes, portraying the scenes 
of great events or public interest ; the men of 
the time who guide the bark of public affairs ; 
the war inits myriad aspect by sea and land,the 
march, the bivouac, the skirmish, the battle, 
victory, defeat, retreat, pursuit; the engi- 
neer and his labors, mining hostile works, 
opening new courses for rivers, turning 
swamp to solid ground; the cavalry sweeping 
through a hostile section and crippling the 
enemy’s communications; the navy on the 
ocean or the river—all appear in our pages, 
drawn by some of the force of artists ever 
in the field, with all the fidelity of the daguer- 
reotype and more than its power. On the 
ability of our, artiste. we need not dwell, 


the Fine Art fpr ~ netows ‘wé “so fre- | 





quently introduce, we show how completely 
they catch the spirit of the great painters 
and sculptors whose works we reproduce 
before our readers. 

But Frank Lesiiz’s ILtustratep ParER 
is not only the great pietorial journal. It is, 
too, a literary paper, with novels of the 
highest order, original tales full of interest 
and merit, poems finely illustrated, sketches 
and full and accurate summaries of the events 
of the war and all the incidents in civil life, 
making it a complete record of the times. 








Summary of the Week. 
SOUTH CAROLINA. 

On the ist of September the ironclads 
opened on Sumter, Wagner and Moultrie 
with effect, but without making any decided 
impression. 

Gillmore also renewed his fire on Wagner 
and Gregg, on the 5th, with such vigor as to 
dismount almost every gun on Wagner, drive 
the garrison to the bombproof and silence both 
their cannon and their sharpshooters, while 
the shell bursting on the bombproof poured 
the sand down so as nearly to suffocate the 
inmates. During the night a constant bom- 
bardment was kept up, to prevent their leay- 
ing the bombproof or making any repairs ; and 
under cover of this fire Gillmore’s sappers 
ran their sap through the torpedo-armed sand 





to the very crest of Fort Wagner. Gen. Gill- 
more then gave the order fur the assault at 
daybreek, but the rebels, avciling themselves 
of the low tide which prevented our picket 
boats approaching, evacuated Fort Wagner 
and Battery Gregg, and in boats started for 
other points. We succeeded in capturing 
one boat; the rest escaped. When deserters 
announced the evacuation, Gillmore entered 
Wagner in time to prevent the explosion of 
the magazine. The fort was in a frightful 
condition, full of dead bodies, and the bomb- 
proof one mass of filth. Fourteen cannon 
were left. Battery Gregg was next occu- 
pied, giving five more pieces of artillery. 

At last accounts the enemy were firing on 
Wagner and Gregg. 

Admiral Dahlgren demanded the surrender 
of Sumter, and on Beauregard’s refusal, on 
the 8th attacked Fort Moultrie, blowing up 
a magazine and destroying Moultrieville. 
The Weehawken got aground, and for five 
hours was exposed to the concentrated fire 
of the rebel batteries, but .the 100 guns did 
no material damage. When the tide went 
out so as to leave her with her undefended 
hull exposed, the Ironsides went to her relief. 

During the night of the 8th an attack was 
made on Fort Sumter by a force of marines 
and sailors, under Lieut. Williams and Capt. 
Stevens, but the enemy were prepared, and 
15 officers were taken in the fort and 80 sailors 
and marines killed in the boats or on shore. 

On the 10th the rebels claim to have ex- 
ploded the magazine in Fort Gregg with shell 
from Sullivan’s island. 

TENNESSEE. 

Tennessee has been at last cleared of rebels. 
After a very slight resistance Gen. Burn- 
side occupied Knoxville, the rebels retreating 
after sustaining a severe reverse at London. 
Burnside then pushed on Gen. Hackleford 
to Cumberland Gap, which he reached on the 
8th, marching 60 miles in 52 hours, and com- 
pelled Gen. Frazer to surrender the post 
with 2,000 men and 14 pieces of artillery. 
Valuable rolling stock and locomotives were 
taken at Bristol. Gen. Burnside having 
cleared his department of rebels then tele- 
graphed his resignation to Washington. 

Gen. Rosecrans meantime had occupied 
Chattanooga on the 9th, at noon, with Chit- 
tenden’s command, the rebel rearguard re- 
treating as he entered, and then pushed on 
part of his forces to Rume— 


Bragg continues: his retreat; “but Gen. | 


Negley, who attacked the enemy at Dog Gap, 

seems to have failed in his object, and re- 

turned to the foot of Lookout mountain. 
NORTH CAROLINA. 

Parties are coming openly into collision. 
Some Georgia soldiers recently destroyed the 
office of the Raleigh Standard (reconstruc- 
tionist), but its supporters and the people, 
in retaliation, destroyed that of the State 
Journal (secession). 

. VIRGINIA. , 

On the 6th the rebels, to the number of 1,200 
under Imboden, attacked Major Shepherd at 
Moorfield, Hardy Co., and drove him back to 
Cumberland, his force being only 300. 

On the 8th the rebels attacked Bath, but 
were repulsed with loss by Col. Wyncoop 
of the 20th Pennsylvania Cavalry. 

Gen. Lee is falling back on Richmond, and 
Gen. Meade’s adlvance, under Pleasanton, has 
passed beyond Culpepper, capturing 40 


prisoners and-three guns.. Mosby still con- | 


‘tinues near Fairfax, 
ARKANSAS. 

“This State, too, has been pretty effectually 
cleared of rebel troops. Onthe 10th Fort 
Smith was captured by our advance and the 
rebels abandoned Little Rock, retreating to 
Washington, where they made a show of 
making a flerce resistance, but they are only 
8,000 strong, and their morale gone. 

INDIAN TERRITORY. 

Gen. Blunt, whom the rebels boasted of 
having defeated, has been unable to fight be- 
cause unable £0 catch his- fugitive opponents. 
‘At the last accounts they had fled to Boggy 
depot. 

NAVAL. 

The Alabama is at Brest, and the French 
journals urge the Government to seize her. 

The Georgia continues her ravages, having 
on June 25th burned the ship Constitution of 
New York. 








NOTES AND TOPICS. 
A Great National Work. 


Tux Government of the State of New York, 
and of otber States, as well as the General Gov- 
ernment have shown a spirit far ahead of any in 
Europe in encouraging the historic studies of the 
country and the investigation of its natural history. 
Europe is now moving in this direction, and the Life 
of Cesar, by the present Emperor of France, will be 
ene of the great historic monuments of the age. 
Either fror: a feeling of national pride or from some 
other motive, thorough research and scholarship were 





never given to the study of the Gallic War, in which 
Cesar prostruted the nationulity of the France of his 
day benesth the heel of Roman power; yet his -_ 
account of the war, one of the noblest remains of 
classical antiquity, furnished a basia for a magwificent 
national work. 

The present Emperor has long been engaged on & 
Life of Julius Cesar, in which the whole struggle 
will be investigated, and illustrated in a manner that 
will make it as new as recent discoveries in Egypt 
and Nineveh have made our know of those 
countries. The work is in its plan Napoleon’s, but in 
the preparation he has had the finest talent in France, 
Every march, every camp, every battlefield of the 
great Roman Captain has been examined and sur- 
veyed by engineers; the sites of cities that he took 
by assault rediscovered, and the siege works located 
80 as to give the narrative now all the charm of actual 


_. | military operations, while the science of modern 


times is brought to the appreciation of the strategy 
and generalship of Czsar. 

The labors of the celebratedfmcn employed on this 
work have, of course, dispelled many mists and rec- 
tified many errors; and by thus employing the talent 
of the country and combining with it all that eruditiqn 
has of later years gathered as to the history of 
early France, Napoleon gives the first book of a 
new and nobler history of the land than has ever yet 


appeared. 

He cannot — here. The military operations of 
succeeding ages, summarily given in chronicles 
treated in thie ae, must follow, and the history of 
Europe be rewritten. 

Prior to 1861, when our army had so little employ- 
ment, it was urged upon the Government, with every 
prospect of success, that the Topographical Engineers 
should be employed on a scientific survey and study 
of all the battle grounds of the Revolution. But for 
the rebellion this would have been done, and will, we 
trust, on the restoration of peace, be one of the earliest 
national works. 


Boole and Butchers. 


Hap our friend Boole lived in the early 
days of the earth he would most certainly have figured 
in the mythology. As he happily lives now he must 
accept his fate and be the modern Hercules, for surely 
since that remarkable stable cleanser, never has any 
living man had so hard a fight with mud, and so 
gloriously triumphed over dirtdom. He has now 
commenced a campaign against the slaughtermen, 
and is endeavoring to consolidate the 227 pesthouses 
into four grand abattoirs, Everybody knows—ex- 
cepting a swillcow stable man, whose nuse and con- 
science died together—that these horrible places are 
equally destructive to mind and body; they tage 
the surrounding neighborhood and 
demics. They also decrease the value of real estate 
to such an extent, that whoever builds a slaughterhouse 
establishes the nucleus of a fever-stricken population. 
We trust Boole will take the butchers by the horns, and 
carry through his plan. The lovers of abuses will, of 
course, rally around their pestiferous and filthy 
stronghold ; but let him persevere, and he will triumph 
as we did six years ago over the rottcn-breathed, 
rutten-hoofed, rotten-teethed monopoly of Swill- 
cowdom. ? 





The Wolf and the Lamb. 


IN some respects Zsop’s vld fables can be 
partially applied to John Bull and Brother Jonathan, 
in which the latter would enact the réle of the lamb, 
all but the being-cut up—that can never be done by 
the British wolf; if we are devoured it will be in the 
manner of the Kilkenny cate—those prophetic em- 
blems of the North and South. Mr. Sumner, in his 
very long but interesting and able speech at the 
Cooper Institute ou the 10th, showed that if Com- 
Wilkes were wrong in : Mason and Slidell, he 
had been misled by imitating British precedents. So 
in the suspension of the habeas corpus—he quoted 
Lord John Rassell’s speech in the House of Com- 
mons, when he introduced that measure, wherein he 
said: 

“T believe in my conscience ie this measure is 
calculated to prevent insurrection, to preserve internal 
peace, to preserve the unity of this empire, and to 
save the throne of — realms and the instita- 
tions of this coun 

We all know that two wrongs cannot make a right, 
and that this tu quoque, or you’re another style, is 
not argument, but simply recrimination; still it is 
satisfactory evidence that the higher law of self- 
preservation, as expounded by the most pharisaical 
and civilized nations, perfectly with the 
course we have pursued under the high pressure of 
even such an eo case as Our grand rebellion. 


Mrs, Bettennia. Pecksniff. 

Tie New! York: Timex, of the 9th Sépt., 
had a petite romance, which shows that we have an 
American Damas among us, Its flight was gorgeous, 
for in it our old friend Thurlow Weed figures asa 
Monte Christo. The other actors are the corpulent 
“ pale face” John Bigelow, the Duke of Morny, honest 
John ey oyr French Ambassador malgré the 
French, and that Crimean whitefeather hero Prince 
Pion-Plon. But as the romance is copyright, we will 
not infringe it; we shall content ourselves by observ- 
ing that the subject of this great seneation fiction is 
stone blockade, or ballast! Referring our readers, 
therefore, to the Sylvanus Cobb Dumas of the New 
York Times for further particulars, we proceed to 
give a few instances, which show how deliciously 


oblivious the Pecksniff of Nations is to her own past 


history.. We. know it is not polite to discuss house- 
breaking before a reformed burglar, or to dilate upon 


ling in the presence of Wall street brokers, but }- 


after what the French and English Ministers and their 
organs have said on the iniquity of our sinking a few 
old fishing hulks at the mouth of Charleston harbor, 
the following list of English precedents is imterest- 
ing: As early as 1456, at the siege of Calais, by the 
Duke of Burgundy, and also in 1628, at the memorable 
siege of Rochelle, by Cardinal Richelieu, ships laden 
with stone were sunk in those harbors ; that during the 
war of the Revolution, in 1778, six vessels were sunk 
by the British commander in the Savannah river, not 
far from this very Charleston, as a protection against 
the of the French and American naval 
forces; that in 1804, under the difection of the British 
Admiralty, an attempt was made to choke the entrance 
into the harbor of Boulogne by sinking stone vessels; 
and that in 1809 the same blockade was recommended 
to the Admiralty by no less a person than Lord Dua- 

donald, with regard to another port, saying, “‘ Ships 
filled with stone will ruin for ever the anchorage of 
Aix, and some old vessels of the line, well loaded; 
would be excellent for the purpose.” But this com- 
plaint by the British Cabinet becomes doubly strange 
when it is considered that one of the most conspicuous 
treaties of modern history contained solemn exactions 





by England and France that the harbor of Dunkirk, 

whose was regarded with jealousy, should 
be permaneztly “ filled up,” so that it could no longer 
furnish ite acoustomed hospitalities to commerce. 

This was the Treaty of Utrecht, in 1713. But by the 
Triple Alliance, only four years later, France wag 
constrained to stipulate again that nothing should he 
omitted “‘ which Great Britain could think necessary 
for the entire destruction of the harbor,” and the 
latter power was authorized to send commissionc:; 
as “ ocular witnesses of the execution of the Treaty.» 
These humiliating provisions were renewed in sic. 
cessive treaties down to the peace of Versailles in 
1783, when the immunity of that harbor was recognis: 
with American Independence. But Great Britain, 

when compelled to open Dunkirk; still united wink 
the Dutch in closing the Scheldt ; or, a8 a British 
writer expresses it, she “‘ became bound to <gt in 
obstructing this navigation.” (Zz 

tannica, vol, X., p. 77, article 9, France.) aves wm. 
two <a put forth by Great Britain for breaking 
peace with France, in 1792, and entering upon that 
world-convulsing war, was that this revolutionary 
Power had declared that it would open the Schelit, 
So much for old Mother Pecksniff! 


Reconstruction. ~ 

Now that the war. has taken so decide:ly 
a favorable turn in favor of the Government, the 
agitation of the great question comes up as to how 
the States which seceded from the Union are to come 
back, and the question is full of dilemmas. Some 
deny the right of secession, and declare that the States 
were never out of the Union, yet will not admit that 
they can at once send members to the Senate and 
House of Representatives. 

Others assert that the States could and did secede, 
are out of the Union legally, yet assert that the States 
out of the Union can send members to the Congress 
of the Union. \ 

Some maintain that the State Governments exist; 
others claim that by the act of secession (a void act as 
they declare) the States committed suicide. 

Some will throw the burthen of settling the ques. 
tion on the President. Others say that, as Com. 
mander-in Chief of the army, all he can do is to grant 
or refuse passes through the lines to persons claiming 
to be Members of Congress, and that each House has 
the exclusive right to decide on the qualification of 
its own members and the validity of their credentials, 

It is indeed one of those cases where opinions are 
as numerous as minds, and no solution seems entirely 
free from difficulty. By the Constitution the election 
of Members of Congress is a State affair, the State 
Legislature choosing the Senators, and the persons 
entitled to vote for the numerous branches of the Stata 
Legislature elect the Representatives to Congress. 








EPITOME OF THE WEEK. 


Domestic.—As a reward for their excell 

havior ecided po the a York riots, the esmtnienions = 
ee. days, wit to every policeman a 
ch - ith the pay continued. 
ct will detailed at a 

time ‘til Il all have hed f their cdl cccwvet holiday. 

—— The seventh annual games of ny 

Caledonian Club were celebrated on Be york 
The 
ou- 


an 
0 where you 

humor 
eral delegatiors from the Scottish 
and ao were peseant as 
the a and were handsomely en 

Bobertson’s band discoursed mo: e 

music, The festival was a oan success. stelog - 


—— Maryland papers say that at the present rapid 
rate the stampede of alnves from tate 
—< —= that S will soon 


all talk about pation unnecessary—there 
will be none to One ter near Port 
Tobaceo lost lost 11 a few hts since. Owners take the 


loss ~y ——_ f Cw since there is no feasible 
mean preven ion is 
y more ular the now no 

—_ A « w than ee the 

—— Judge McCunn, a ete ita eh ie © nd 

Jury, of aay — it to amecting their duty to give to 
—— — ——_ ry A classes, & 

1 4 g, 

ale fr he first time in his life, Ghouné not bs 

t with as a professional thief or 


— The Democratic State Convention met at Albany 

on the 9th . TheT 7 Mozart delecat«s 
, half from each organizatio: 

bp Foe oO n, while the 


without ceremony. udge 

chosen Presid: ett the usual complement of Vice- 

mitiees were appointed. I sa Go Sey sour 
a iv. r 

addressed th the ‘Convention, 'e ing his coarse 

a Ss —_ efi itiou on 

onal me he Convention wee unase ally 


— The > Constitutional Union (Bell-Everett) Con- 
vention, at Albany, nated Bit li P. ah for 


Attorney-General, and Richard. F, Stevens for State 
Prison Inspector, recommended the Democratic 
Convention to also nominate 


were ia other be 
out by a man, Pous he 
was some vost- The car was then 
filled con the defrauded an and indignant 
paseengers had to wi Scho vest of the diet 


— The Committee of the YX of Supervisors 
have —_ that 300. claims fo: ees in the 
w York riots are ready for payment. it 
~ however, take them four months to comp!«te 
r investigations 


posting of the Board of Council- 
» $3,000,000 conscription 


i ; 
== agin eee omailne 


and other places Le s 47! ~ It was laid over und 
the raiee, bed eh to the 14th inst., 
at four ovelock PX. 

—- A dp hg hag tee en 


Mr. 
pa December. Tt relates +} - ° 
etre cme eat Wack 
the t ie all the rebels are wai for to indué 
them to gene their usual quota of members to © 
gress. r. Wood also asks Mr. Lincola to proc lata 
an crmistios by way of conciliating the rebels. Mr 
Lincoln’s reply states that he thinks Mr, Wood is 
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wrong in his belief that the rebels are willing to 
rejoin the Union, that he cannot publish an armistice, 
but that if they return to Congress they will be 
weleumed. Mr. Woed’s reply, which fivishes the 
Gort: spend nec, tegrets Mr, Lincclw’s dc: elon, which 
wil! prolong and embitve: the war. The corsespoxd- 
ence ia re ble, as exemplifyiog the case with 
which the chief magistrate enters ‘-to ¢ ecnfidentia! 
correspondencs? with a well-known political cppenent. 

— Substitutes are scarce in New Haven, Conn., 
and all the drafted men who desire to stay at home 
find it necessary to pay the $300. 

— Judge Cadwalader, of the U. 8. District Court 
ot Penusylv , in a case before him on Wednesday 
iast, delivered a decision decl the Enrollment 
Act constitutional. This, we e, is the firat 
judieial opinion on this important subject. 

— The following are the ‘rival tickete for this 
State: 


Jigeoane STATE PST. Sea 

Secretary 0 eoccccccccces » DD. B. ohn, 
Comptroller .....-. ..»-Sanford E. Church. 
.»-.-M. B. Champlin. 
«++. Van R. Richmond, 













Treasurer ....-.++- William B. Lewis. 

Canal Commissioner .. WwW. W. a 

Inspector of State Prisons. --D. B MeNeil. 

Judge of Court of Appeals...... William F, Allen. 

REPUBLICAN STATE TICKET. 

Secretsry of State. seeseeess-Chauncey M. Depew. 

Comptroller .....+- --Lucius Robinson. 
ttorney-General ...... ‘ .«Gen John Cochrane. 
tate UPC occ cscesee George W. Schuyler, 


--Henry B. Selden. 
Canal Commissioner.............Benjamin B, Bruce. 
State and Surveyor....W. B. Taylor. 
State m Inspector ..........James K, Bates. 


CONSTITUTIONAL UNION TICKET. 
Atto -General...... ++++e+Eli B. Norton. 
State Prieon Inspector...........Richard P, Stevens, 
— The Hon, Charles Sumner delivered his addrees 
on the subject of “Our Foreign Relations” to an 
immense audience, at the ~~ Institute, on Thurs- 
day evening, the 10th Sept. The distinguished 
with the most enthusiastic 
applause. David Dudley Field presided, and intro- 
duced the speaker in a few appropriate remarks, which 
were well received. A num er of distinguished 
persons were present, and all were delighted with the 
triotic sentiments and earnest utterance of the 
enator from Massachusetts. 


— The case of the Rev. Mr. Verren,twho’wanted 
an injunction to prevent Gen. Canby from sending 
youvg Verren to the army 4s a conscript, has found a 
sudden termination. It appears that yo Verren 
has not been dr.fted, the information to that effect 
being a hoax. 

— Detectives Elder and McCoy, on the 9th Sept., 
arrested a man tony to be the —- in the 
robbery at the Brooklyn Navy Yard last April. On 
Thureda he was taken to the Navy Yard for identi- 
fication, but the.watc. man ani sentry on duty at the 
time of therobbery, and who saw a suspicious person, 
answering to the description of this man, pass out of 
the Navy Yard gates, were unable to identify him. 
He was held for a further examination. 


—— The citizens of Pittsburg have offered to adopt 
50 of the children made orphans by the recent Law-. 
rence massacre, 


— Mr. Boole has suggested a plan which will 
abolish the hterhouses inthecity. This will be 
a great blessing, as it will remove a great source of 
disease from our midst, and render the driving of 
cattle through our streets unnecessary. 


—— A fracas happened at the Hoboken ferry on the 
9th Sept., owing to the il!l-conduct of a little rowdy 
bor, who is a relative of the proprietor. Being re- 
buked for insulting some young ladies, who were 
going over in the ferryboat, by a —— resent, 
the latter was in consequence lectured by the boy’s 
uncle, a cl of Hoboken. The passengers are 
frequently annoyed by the bad behavior of these boys, 
who, although living in Hoboken, to school in 
New York. Great surprise and regret were expressed 
7 the spectators at the conduct of the reverend gen- 
tleman, who is very much respected by the citizens, 
be A should have countenanced the boy’s mis- 

ehavior, 


—— The Draft Exemption Committee of the Super 
visors, with the Mayor and Comptroller, continue to 
meet daily. 


— Mr. George W. Farlee has sent in a claim to 
Comptroller Brennan amounting to $207,062, for 
damages to the armory situate on the north-east 
corner of 2ist street and 2d Avenue during the July 
riot. This establishment belonged to Mayor Opdyke, 
who makes a handsome profit out of the riot. 


—— Brooks Brothers, of the clothing store, claim 
$75,000 for their stolen clothes. The poorcr classes 
ought to be better dressed than they were. 


—— The Butchers’ Assceiation had a meeting on the 
10th Sept., to devise measures to — the pene 
reform measures of Mr. Beole. They contend that 
slaughterhouses are healthy. A correspondent in- 
forms us that the merit of the design of substitutin 
four central abattoirs for the nuisances calle 
slaughterhouses belongs to Col. Delevan, who had 
— the campaign before his term of office had 
exp . 


—— The Supreme Court of the United States for the 
District of Columbia has granted an injunction in 
favor of the Washington, Alexandria and George- 
town Railroad Company against the Corporation of 
Washington. This indicates a firal settlement of the 
pee controversy, which wiil leave the company 

full possession of their franchise. They are now 
building across the Potomac a substan’ railroad 
bridge, which is far advanced toward completion. 


—-A deputation of Nashville merchants have 
waited upon Secretary Chase to ask for the removal 
of certain restrictions from the trade of Nashville and 
Middle Tennessee. it is po that the object of 
their visit will be accomplished in the pending mod- 
ifications of commercial regulations applicable to 
Western commerce, 


Western.— The people of West Tennessee are 
beg g to move for a reconstruction of the Union. 
Large meetings of the most influential men, not here- 
tofore known as Union men, have recently been held 
iu Hardeman county, at which otic resolutions 
were passed, 0 Gov. Andrew Johnson: to 
issue writs for an election, to be held soon, for mem- 
bers of the State Legislature, under the Constitution 
and Union, These meetings pledged the citizens to 
vote for none but Union men. 


— A dispatch from San Francisco states that the 
steamer Constitution sailed from that port on the 5th 
Sept. with $270,000!in treasure for New York, $505,000 
for Panama, and $676,000 for England. 

— Ata recent election held at Fort Gibson, the 
Hon. John Ross was re-elected — chief of the 
Cnerokee nation for the term of oo and Lewis 
Downing, Lieut.-Col. of the 3d Cherokee Indian 
Regiment, United States, was elected Second Chief 
for the same period. 


—— Three passengers who arrived at San Francisco 
on the 7th of Sept. from British Columbia, pet steamer 
Brother Jonathan, deposited in the San Francisco 
Mint 12,000 ounces of gold dust, worth $200,000. The 
treasure was not on the sfeamer’s manifest, but was 
concealed by the owners in their baggage to save 
freight money. The owners employed 20 men of 
last year in exploring their mines in Caraboo district, 
and commenced to take out gold in Jan ,and 108 
ounces had been taken out in a single day. e aver- 
age yield was 100 ounces per day. Mining news from 
Curaboo district on the whole is favorable. Rich 
quartz veins had been discovered. A few of the prin- 
cipal claims continued to pay largely. In others there 
was considerable disappointment on account of de- 
layed returns, The feeling of Unionism is growing 
every day stronger and stronger in the Golden State. 


Southern.—The rebe! State government of Mis- 
Sissippi, at last accounts, was in Noxubee county, on 











the Alabema border, five huvdred miles from the 


eapitul. That of Missouri was at Little Rock, in | 


Arkauses. The Govervor ond State officers ef Luui-i- 
ana wers un ‘buerd of an uld steamboat up ons cf th- 
baycous of the Mississiupi rivsr, and Gov. Isham G. 
Hassis, with the archives of Ten=certe, was somc- 
where in the mcunteicsic the northers part cf Ala- 
hema. 

——A Kichmerd pap«r says: “Our dispatches 
state that a large number of Yarkee novels, recently 
imported, were seized and confiscated by the Govern- 
ment a few days . 

“ What does this mean? We understand from 
other sources that one Starke, a Richmond bookseller, 
lately advertised the Yankee magazines, and that, in 
consequence, the District Attorney of the Confederate 
States visited Starke’s <stablishment, where he found 
and confiscated a who'e batch of Northern publica. 
tions, which Starke had run through the b’ e, 
amounting to about 1,100 volumes Yankee novels. 
And it is for these, pL vy and petaing the very 
fountains of human thought and feeling amonz us; 
th oo such as this that our curreney must be depre. 
¢c > 

‘ade i gods, it doth amaze us.’ Can our men and 
women find nothing better to do than this?” 


—— The Richmond pagans pe very epee in urg- 
ing upon Gen, Lee the lute necessity of another 
raid into Pennsylvania or Maryland. stating that the 
‘road of peace lies through Pennsylvania via Wash- 
ington.” It gives as unother reason fur this desper- 
ate venture the absolute necessity existing for some 
demonstration to encourage the peace party of the 
North. This advice, however, is supposed by some 
as a mere blind to conceal from us the fact that nearly 
= of saws army has been sent to reinforce 

an 


tary.—The Washington Correspondent of 


Mili 
the World says that a wounded soldier in one of the 
Washington —- died the other day from hemor- 


r owing to hospital steward to have 
the’ iwobox $ . the phpsieien Dering offioed the 
application of ice to stop the bi - If this be 


true his immediate dismissal ought to follow. 


—— There has been considerable change made in 
some of the departments in Washin . General 
Ripley has been superseded in the o depart- 
ment, Gen. Meigs in the commissariat, and-Surgeon- 
Gen, H ond in the medical depart it. As the 
former two had been many years connected with their 
scepeneee departments, their sudden dismissal at such 
a time has given rise to many conjectures. 








— Brig-Gen. Anderson has been appointed to 
command Fort Adams, Newport, R. I.,in place of 
Col. Sanderson, who has been appointed to command 
the 18th Infantry, R. A. 


— The War artment has made another un- 
popular move, in reducing the pensions of the soldiers 
wounded. in the Mexican and other wars from six 
to four and in some cases to two dollarr—on the 
a that their disabled condition must be improved 

y time. 


— A letter from Norfolk professes to give the 
details of a plan which the rebels have on fvot for the 
recapture of that city. It says that the expedition 
against the city is to be committed to Gen, Longstreet, 
Soquatused with the topegrephy ofthe country. The 
acquainted w e phy of the country. e 
forces are to be divided and’ advanced from three 
different points. A body of troops will be 
massed at Suffolk, to make a feint, and draw our 
troops there, while the attack is being made upon the 
city by another a, wy - incess 
Ann county with a strong reserve. A third party is 
to appear in the vicinitv of Sewell’s Point, while all 
this is going on, to attract the troops stationcd north 
of the city. 


—— There was a grand review at camp Sprague on 
the 7th Sept. The skeletons of twenty regiments 
were reviewed. Gen. McClellan was present, and had 
a cordial reception from the men. 


— The following is quite a curiosity: 
HEADQUARTERS 18TH ARMY CORPS, 
DEPAR’T OF VIRGINIA AND NORTH CAROLINA, 
NEWBERNE,N. C, August 15, 1803. 
General Order, No, 115. 

Cap’ A. W. Smith, Company K, 132d New York 
Volunteer Infantry, having, while in command of 
Fort Gaston, near Newberne, N. C., in violation of the 
common principles of military law and usage, arrested 
a soldier of his company, private J. J. Chambers, 
preferred against him charges and specifications, ap- 
proved the same, ordered a souse-enantes, upeee him- 
self upon it as presiding offeer, convened the court, 
tried the case, —— the sentence, revised the 
proceedings an —— approved them, and ordered 
the sentence to be ed into effect, without forward- 
ing the proceedings or any other record to any higher 
authority, he is hereby directed to release this man. 

The proceedings and —- in this case are set 
aside, they being null and void. 

This order will be published at the head of every 
regiment and detachment in this corps. 

By command of Brigadier-General Lz. Palmer, 


Commanding Corps. J.A. ° 
Assistant Adjutant General. 


— During the month of August there were granted 
enrolled army sions to 1,368 widows, mothers, &c., 
and 1,052 to others. 


— Col. Foote,of the Ambulance and Sanitary 
Corps, has published a pamphlet entitled ‘‘ The Dead 
and Wounded Uncared for.” It presents a hideous pic- 
ture of the sufferings of our gallant men, who, though 
willing to die for their country, can receive no 
necessity to be tortured before death by the brutal 
indifference of the military authorities. The great 
discouragers to enlistments, and the best friends Jeff. 
Davis ever had, are the men who preside over the 
War Department. 

— Orderly Sergeant John Bennett, of the 14th 
Brooklyn regiment, has been promoted to a Lieuten- 
ancy, for his gallantry and general good conduct. He 
has been ay oda all the battles of that regiment, 
never having m absent on leave of sickness or 
furlough. . 


—— Gen. Burnside has taken nape of Knox- 
ville without any 0; ion. His campaign so 

has been conducted in the style of his North Carolina 
ones, being admirably arranged and promptly exe- 
cuted. ough his men had advanced 250 miles, 
yet their trains were well up to them, and the troops 
were conqoqueney in most effective order. Upon oc- 
cupying Knoxville, Burnside issued an order to the 
citizens, assuring them of the fullest protection, and 
granting an amnesty for the past, He, however, 
warned them of giving aid and comfort to the enemy. 
We hope he will avoid the errors he has made the 
last six months, The Hawkins’s Zouaves are rapidly 
reorganising under their old officers, and are most 
— to return to their old and favorite comman- 

er. 


— The work leid out for Gens. Blunt and Steele 
and soon the en. 


for the Union. On the ist inst. Gen. Blunt took pos- 
session of Fort Smith, a force of 4,000 rebels in the 
vicinity retreating on previous night. A portion 
of our forces pursued them 20 miles, and after a brief 
engageme rt scattered them in all directions. We also 
— news of the evacuation of Little Rock by the 
rebels. ° 


N. yale the sailors of the Hartford still remain 
unpaid. hey are consequently compelled to raise 
money at an cp ous rate of interest and from the 
friends of Mr. Chase, the Jews, They all declare 
they will never vote for either Chase or Welles. 


— The United States steam _ transport Daniel 
Webster, Phillips, from Fortress Monroe in twenty- 
four hours, arrived on the llth. On the 9tb inst., at 
10, A. M., inside of Cape Henry, was ied by a 
boat bem | to the frigate Minneso' 
samy | eet off Wilmington, N.C. She reported 
being on shore with her boats, and had a fight with 
some rebels —- | 12 and capturing two guns, 
which they brough with them, The Minnesota is 


| bound up to Fortriss Monroe, At 2 Pp. M., off Hog 
sland, exchanged signals with steamships Baltic and 
Atlantic, bound South. ' 

— A letter from Mr. Kdward Simpson, cf Newark, 
N.J., dats’ cx beard the steamer Vander 3i!t, July 
#4, Was rejeived by bis fatke> cu Friday. Phe v3ece! 
St thet timc was at Rio Jancirc, and the letter makes 
no mention cf the fight reported by the rebel jour- 
nals. A!l om hoard were well and in good spirits. 


—— The prize steamer Cronstadt, rever tly captured 
while running out of Wilmington, N.C., is unlozdin 
in Boston, e had a ‘0 of 400 bales of cotton, wal 
in addition a large quantity not packed. There was 
also tine and tobacco on board. The steamer is 
of 300 or 400 tons, but having very small engines, 
&c., possesses a capacity for stowage. She isa 
slow sailer, and is worth $30,000 or $40,000, The 
cargo is probably worth nearly $350,000, 


—— The Dunderburg, now nearly ready for sea 
will be the most Por l war machine afloat. It will 
truly be a City.of Thunder. The monitors are excel- 
lent in their way, but their importance has been over- 
rated, inasmuch as they are only adapted to ha:bor 


—— A vessel that has arrived at New Bedford 
reports that two pirate steamers were off Fayal on 
the 13th July. Asthe Alabama and Florida were in 
——— po by last accounts, it is probably these 


Personal.—Count de Mcntholon, for so m 
ears sul General in New York, has been appointed 
Soe seecotaney and Minister Plenipotentiary 


—— Gen. Jose Antonio Paez has once more returned, 
like Noah’s dove, from his Venezuelan ark, to find rest 
for his soul and sole inthe United States. Despite 
3 ene ——, —— he y= yaate he found 

parties there corrupt for co-operation 
and has come back here, never more to leave. He 
comes in the time of our trouble, but he will find our 
difficulties are not chronic, but a simple process of 
natural life, which we must undergo for purification. 


— GA. alee, pd = aosteuty Wgended 
urin; e ots, is reoovering. e is at 
the st Nicolas Hotel, a ew #3 


-—— Bayard Taylor and family returned home i 
the Scotia, " .— . 


— Colorado Jewett has published a pamphlet in 
London, in which he relates his experiences in Eu- 
rope, He says that King Leopold declares his plan of 
finishing the war as the only practicable one. Count 
Rechberg declined to bring the matter before the 
German Convention, as it was a foreign question. 


Obi: «—There dicd lately at the hospital «¢ 
the Hotel Dieu a very old woman, beat almost double, 
who was known in the ty ~ 8 St. Germain as 
“ La vieille au bouquet,” so called because for years 
and zorrs she has been see 1 every Gay Gowty walking 
to the Mont Parnasse Cemetery with flowers in her 
hand. This woman, whose name was Francoise 
Fravcois, was in her youth engaged to be married to 
Bories, one of the famous four sergeants of Roche!lc, 
and she had the courege to follow him to the scaffold, 
from which it is s.id he threw her a bouquet, She 
lived at No. 94 Rue du Cherche Midi, received no 
visitors and a’ ttle attention; only every day 
she made a pilgrimage te the cemetery, where the 
tomb of the four sergeants are to be seen, About a 
month ago she was any oe up senseless on the Quoi 
des Orfevres, where she had fallendows. Although 
poorly dressed she must have had mears of subeist- 
ence, for she never begged, and eight francs were 
found in her pocket. She was taken to the hospital, 
where in a few days she died of old age. 


—— The Paris papers announce the death of Ger: 
Bulliere, at the age of 76. The deceased General cn- 
tered the army in 1807, and was severely wounded at 
Waterloo. In 1837 he was made Geueral Of division. 
He waa aleo cresled a r of France, an’ was Mivis- 
ter of War when Louis Napoleon was President of 
the Republic. 


— The comic actor Lassagne, formerly of the 
Theatre des Varietés, Paris, av who had been for the 
last three ycara in a maison de santé, has just died at 
the age of 44. 


— Bardou, the comedian, whese name was for 
many years associated with that of the great Arnal, 
has just died at Neuilly. He was born at Montpellier 
in 1 made his first appearance at Paris in 1820, an 
fixed himself at the Vaudeville and the Varieties, 
where he was very popular for many years, 


— Mr. Chambers, an aeronaut, was receatly killed 
by a fall from a balloon at « /éte given in the park of 

r. North, of Basford, near Nottingham, England. 
Mr. Chambers had volunteered to make an ascension 
in the place of another aeronaut, and had been warned 
that the balloon was considered unsafe. 


— Lizzie Emmons, a very estimable and clever 
actress, died on the 4th Sept. at Winchendon. in her 
24th year. She was buried at Mount Auburn, Boston. 


— We have to announce the death of the Rev. 
Amos Clarke, which took place in Sherborn on Thurs- 
day, the 3d Sept. He was born Sherborn the 23d 
April, 1799, and had therefore attained to the advanced 
age of 84 years. He uated with high honors at 
Harvard College in 1804, in the same class with Col. 
Thomas Aspinwall of this elt for many years 
American Consul] at London, Hon. Ashur Ware of 
Portland, Judge of the U. 8. District Court for Maine, 
the late Professor Norton of Cambridge, and the late 
Rev. Samuel Cooper Tbhachcr of this city. He was 
for many years an instructor of youth in Newbu: rt, 
Dedham and Boston. He was ordained pastor of the 
Unitarian church in Sherborn, 20th May, 1830, but 
retired from his ministerial dutics several years since. 
He was an amiable and excellent man; quiet and 
unassuming, walked worthily in his vocation, and 
has at last passed away at a good old age, beloved, 
respected, and his death will be ——— by kis 
— among whom he passed bis long and 
useful life, 


— Col. Joseph Greeley dicd at his residence in 
Nashua, N. H1., on Friday morning, Sept. 4, in his 80th 
year. He was born in Hudson, N. H., May, 1784. Io 
1813 he entered into trade in Nashua and retired in 
1826. Much of the present business prosperity of that 
city is due to his early enterprise, he og 4 one of the 
popeeeee of the Nashua cotton mills, the Nashua, 

well and Wilton railroads, the Taylor’s Falle 
Bridge, President of the Indian Head and a 
holder of many civil offices. He was also a founder 
and most active member of the Unitarian church. The 
large attendance at his funeral on Sunday was a 
tribute of the esteem in which this public-spirited and 
excellent man was held by his fellow-citizens. He 
married the daughter of Matthew Thornton, 
whom he leaves in bereavement, together with four 
sons and a large circle of relatiors. 


—— Nathaniel Ames, one of the last survivors of 
the Revolution, was interred on the 30th of last 
month, at Madison, Wis. He was born in Soe SS 
in Conn. Jn 1779 he entered the Continental service, 
and served in various positions to the close of the 
war, having been present at the execution of André 
and other remarkable events. From the age of 30 to 
75 he was a Wesleyan Methodist preacher in Steuben, 
Oneida Co., N. Y, whence he removed to the town of 
Cc regon., Wisconsin, where he closed a long and hon- 
orable life. 


— Major Edmurd Underwood, muste end 
disbursing officer for Northern New York, dicd at 
Utica on Saturday evening. 


— Mr. Vanderbilt, of Philadelphia, was recently 
married to a young lady at 10 o’clock A.M. About 
two bours afterwards he was talking to her when he 
suddenly fell down dead. Disease, congestion of the 
heart from excitement. The bridegroom was only 
21 and the bride 17. 


Accidents and Offences.—Wilkeson & Wells’ 


elevator a was consumed by fire on Sept. 8; 
100,000 bushels of corn and wheat was burned. Loss 





> offices, 





2 . N ito: 
Shoes Caneee, Ensues ta How Terk ane Bostee | ceptible of a diplomatic solution. 





—— Gertrude Weber, 2 domestic in the en-pl.y cfa 
Mrs. Rehman of Fifth strect, was nearly neaten to 
death the other day by ber wistrees aud a man n:med 
Herman, The guilty pirties were errested. It is 
Rot expected that the gir! will recover. 

— O2 Friday a young lad pf 15 ye2rs, while sew- 
ing wood et No. 120 First street, Breokly=, E. D., ran 
2 necdle with which his shirt boscm was pinned into 
his breast rear the heart, and has since suffered the 
most acute pain, with much difficulty in getting breath. 
It is thought by several medwal gentlemen who have 
consulted on his case, that the needle must have pene- 
trated the heart very slightly. He is still alive, and 
his youth warrants hopes of an ultimate recovery. 
The case is a very remarkable one. 


——A drunken brute, residing in 45th street, at- 
——— to burn his wife alive in ner bed on the night 
of the 9th of Sept., by throwing some camphene on 
her bed and then wetting fire to it. Her screams 
brought assistance, the fire was extinguished, and 
the would-be murderer committed to the Tombs for 
tria). The cause as usual was rum. 


—— The danger of entcring into familiar relations 
with sons one hus never seen before was exem- 
plified on the 9th of Sept., when a soldier named Davis 
entered into conversation witha young woman, who 
finally borrowed of him, without the formality of ask- 
ing, $120, part of which was recovered. 


—— At Toronto lately an Irishman named McGib- 
bon wreaked «a most inhuman vengeance upona family. 
The circumstances are these: McGibbon had been 
dismissed irom his ition in a store, and snother 
man named Elliott placed in his stead. The cold- 
blooded monster therefore went early one morning 
to where Elliott and his family, which consisted of « 
wife, mother end two children lived, and set fire to 
the bouse. The two women jumped from the window 
and were much injured, but the children were burnt 
to death. The murderer is in prison. 


—— A terrible disaster occurred on Lake Superior 
on the 28th ult, The steamer Sunbeam, ten miles out 
from upestes City, encountered a severe gale, during 
which she wes struck by a heavy sea, which threw 
her on her beam ends. In this position she was agai» 
struck, and soon commenced breaking up, the passen- 
pers and crew meantime having taken to the boats. 
These were sovn swamped, and it is believed that 
every soul perished excepting the wheelman, who 
was picked up next day lashed to a piece of wreck. 
The passenz ers and crew numbere« 35. 


— On the ey of the 8th of Sept., during a severe 
storm, the freight train on the Little Miami railroad 
ran into a broken culvert near Corwin, instantly kill- 
ing the engineer, fireman and brakemav. Four cars, 
lagen a whiskey and tobacco, took fire and were 
consumed, 


—— A man was stopped and robbed the other night, 
on the plank road tween Hoboken and est 
Hoboken, of his watch. His purse, which had $300 
of greenbacks, he put under the band of his hat, and 
this was saved, 


—- A butcher named Dennis Harrington committed 
suicide last week in a slaughterhouse, Ist avenue, 
by plunging a knife into his viscera. He died next 
day. He was 68 years old, and a native of Ireland. 
1t is supposed that he was insane, 

Foreign.—The Paris papers announce the death 
of Mr, Adelensa. This was the name of the only 
soldier who ranged himself under Louis Napolcon’s 
banner when he made his ever remarkably absurd 
raid upon Boulogne-sur-Mer in 1840, He war tried 
for the offence at the same time thet his illustrious 
companion was, and condemned to perpetual im- 
prisonment. Fortunately the success of Napoleon 
released him, and in accordance with that virtuous 
practice of rewarding his friends that has ever dis- 
tinguished the nephew of his uncle, he gave him an 
appointment in 1848, which he held at the time of his 
death. _— 

—— By the arrivel of the Patapsco from Havana, 
we have news from Vera Cruz to Aug. 15. The French 
have taken possession of Tampico, in the State of 'T'a- 
maulipas, and have advanced in the State of Mexico 
as far as Tulancingo. The Mexicans are rapidly and 
ree g Guadalajara, in the State of 
Jaliseo. Doblado has started, with 4,000 men and 
$400,000, westward, in order, it is said, to procure re- 
cruits and purchase arms in California. Miramon 
had taken the oath of allegiance to the Emperor 
Maximilian. In the Spanish possession of Santo D-:- 
mingo a new insurrection had broken out, and the 
troops and war vessels were sent there from Cuba. 
It is suid that the insurrection had been defeated, 


— The Sultan’s Seraglio at Constantinople hos 
been burnt to the ground, and about 400 of Abdul 
Assis’ wives driven to fresh quarters. Only one life 
was lost, by a cypress tree falling upen a soldier. 


— One of the Anglo-rebel pirate ships is now 
refitting in Brest. It is ~~ to be the Florida, 
although some of the English papers report it tle 
Alabama. As there are no laws to restrict the actiou 
of the French Emperor as there are that of the Eng- 
lish Ministers, it is of considerable significance— 
trifling as the act itself may be considered. 


— The Levant Herald of August 26, saye: The 
local American colony on the wore: Jhas, we are 
informed, subscribed $2,000 in aid of the fund being 
raised for the widows and orphans of the federal 
troops killed since the co..mencement of the civil 
war. 


Art, Literature and Science.—M:. Ed- 
mund Siedman, one of our most promising young 
licati m called 


poets, is ‘or ion a 
Alice of th, an Idylhof the Great War. Why 
fall the pueriie folly of 


will American into 

—, authors, even to the very name. 

Since son peneenes his Idyle of the King, 

every young tling has taken the Idyls as thon, 

they were a kind of poetical measles. The requisites 

rf - Idyl are: it must bo short, ana it must be pas- 
ral, 


— Parson Brownlow is out with a notice of the 
re-establishment of his paper, The Knoxville Whiy. 
He says: “I ex to issue the first number in Oc- 
tober, as it was {n that month, two years ago, my pu- 
per was erushed by the God-forsaken mob at Knox- 

called the Confederate Authorities. I will com- 
mence with this hell-bora aud hell-bound Retellion, 
where the traitors forced me to leave off.” 


teGhat.—The Weekly Reporter, Henderson, 
+, has a contributor whose style of obituary ought, 
if anythieg can, render death decidedly an agreeable 
visitation. ‘The last paragraph of a r. cent biography 
is this: “* He left his native home and sought in the 
fervid land of the South to grasp at fame, took the 
sword to satiate the blazing desires and passions of 
his py He is gone! let the wy | tear 
suffuse uivering eyelesh, and glimmer a soul 
offering on his lethiferous tomb, a tribute to his 
memory, the heart’s apotheosis, and let us hope that 
that immaterial substance that fired his heart with 
ambition has joined the bioodwashed throng, and is 
yn yb the ehoral symphonies that for ever 
swell angel lutes through the broad empyrean 
of the skies.” Who would not weleome the lethiferous 
tomb forsuch an eulogy? 


— A correspondcnt writes that there is consider- 
able French gold disbursed among the writers of our 
ress. Judging from the tone of some of the New 
ork dailies, which are coneendy employed in var- 
——— licy towards this country, our cor- 
respondent would seem to be correct, without they 
ed the dirty work for no. hing, which, jadging 
rom the habits of these forcign 
probable. 

—— Lord Lyons, after ee | Mr. Seward and the 
happy family of ciplomats, visited Montreal, Qur- 
bec, Sttawa Fredcrickton and otber cities in British 
America. On all occasions he ridiculed the idea of a 
war between England and the United States He also 
told a prominent French merchant, whOm he met at 
Sharon Springs, that there could be no war between 
France and America, as the Mexican affair was sue- 
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THE SOLILOQUY OF LIBERTY. 
BY AMANDA T. JONES. 
Ou, nation of my hope, 
Prove true! I said— 
The lines of thy horoscope 
My Chaldean lore hath read; 





And far through the night burns an arc of 


light, 
Where the prophet-star hath sped: 
Prove true! I said. 


By God's most sacred hand— 
Prove true! I said— 
Into a bountiful land 
Thine infant steps were led; 
And the flower and the vine gave honey and 
wine, 
Whereby thy life was fed: 
Prove true! I said. 


Hurt by the wrath of kings— 
Prove true! I said—- 
Thou, under the eagle’s wings, 
Did’st shelter thy drooping head; 
While the rain of thy wound did cover the 
ground, 
Making the white rose red: 
Prove true! I said. 


To the holy truth of God 
Prove true! I said; 
Though struck, by his chastening rod, 
Or tried in the furnace dread, 
Or chained, death-cold, tojthe rockg of old, 
Where vulture hordes were fed: 
Prove true! I said. 


Oh, people of my love, 
Be free! I said; 
Till all the fires above 
From the altars of Heaven are fled; 
Till its halls of light have sevenfold night, 
And the spheres are dumb with dread: 
Be free! I said. 


On Afric’s golden strand— 
Be free! I said— 
The wild wind gave command, 
And the ships before it fled, 
ill the Southern wine of this people of mine 
With Afric’s blood was red: 
Be free! I said. 


Ah, then fierce madness came— 
Be, free! I said— 
The air was hot with flame, 
And the earth with rivers red; 
For the guns did roar from shore to shore, 
Till the heart of the nation bled: 
Be free! I said. 


Down fell the slaver’s whip— 
Be free! I said— 
And the clanking chains did slip 
From limbs that shook with dread ; 
While the burning breath of that wind of 
death 
At the smile of Jehovah fled : 
Be free! I said. 


Then all the people bowed— 
Be free! I said— 
For the bolt that hissed in the cloud 
From God’s right hand had sped; - 
But Heaven grew bright with sevenfold light, 
For the sake of the royal dead: 
Be free! I said. 


Oh, nation of my hope, 
Live long! I said; 
With the lines of thy horoscope 
A threefold splendor is wed; 
For thy stars with the moon, and the sun at 
noon, .« 
On golden wings have sped: 
Live long! I said. 


Live till the seas go dry— 
Live long! I said— 
Till the sluices of the sky 
Their last wild rains have shed 
.illthe r pale and the seasons fail, 
And mountains bury the dead: 
Live long! I said. 


! -é 


Thou nation of my heart, 
Live long! I said. 
Live till the stars depart, 
By the wan moon deathward led; 
Till the sun drops down, like the shattered 
crown 
From an old king’s dying head : 
Live long! I said. 


Black Rock, N. Y. 








PRIZE STORY No. 


WHAT OCCURRED AT GREEN OAKS. 


By Mrs. M. A. Denison. 


We were ushered into a beautiful little 
octagon room, where sat a lady. 

** Miss Virginia Van Renselaur, Mr. Morton.” 

The lady drew herself up as she faced the speaker, 
and a glance of displeasure flashed from her blue 
eyes as she said, rapidly, but with the manner and 
accent of a lady, “‘ Mrs. Virginia Briscoe, if you 
please.” 

**T beg pardon, madam, I was not aware that you 
had changed your name ;” said the first speaker, 
his brow flushing a little ; “I had not heard of your 
marriage.” 

“I forgive you;” she said more softly, “ but 
from what I daily experience, I inferred that you, 
too, intended to insult me.”’ 

“Far be such a thought from me;” was the 
astonished reply, and then came a momentary 
silence, which seemed longer, and which I occupied 
with taking a survey of the lady whose reply had 
struck me so oddly. 

She was petite—very fair, with a cloud of hair of 
the rich English color which we call golden. Her 
face was capable of great expression, though the 
features in their soft prettiness were almost infan- 
tile. Her eyes were surpassingly beautiful, their 
shade deepening at times to that violet’ blue in 
which the purple tinge predominates particularly 
when she was glad or astonished. 

“Upon my word I don’t understand it ;” said my 
friend—“ Virginia married? I have never heard 
of it—and being sogntimate a friend of the family 
itis the strangest thing in my experience that I 
have not—she’s but sixteen—scarcely more than a 
child—then the way she flashed up when I intro- 
duced you! before a stranger, too; that’s not like 
her—decidedly not like her, at all. Virginia was 
always the mildest little creature !” 

«But my dear sir,” said I, “she must be mar- 
ried. Of course it could not be a mere hallucina- 
tion—to suppose that is ridiculous. It is probably 
some sudden lovematch—but I never saw so beau- 
tiful a creature—it is well for my peace of mind 
that she is married.” 

We talked thus as we walked up the well-kept 


29. 


We had started the day before from New York, to 
spend a week or two with Major Van Renselaur, 
up the Hudson. Through some mistake the major 
had not received my friend’s letter, but it made no 
difference, he said, he would be-just az glad to see 
us, and give us a hearty welcome. So it happened 
that. when we arrived there the major and most of 
his family were absent on a day’s excursion, and 
Virginia -alone, who for some reason had remained 
at home, received us. 

The major’s house was situated upon a com- 
manding eminence, overlooking the beautiful river 
and the opposite bluffs, which at that season of 
the year seemed a mighty kaleidoscope of colors, 
varying in intensity of brilliancy from the softest gray 
to the ruddiest crimson and deepest shade of black, 
the latter caused by the long aisles of trees that 
seemed to lead into obscurest caverns. Everywhere 
the gleaming heavens were veiled with a soft 
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lawn, awaiting the return of the rest of the familyz|. 
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scarlet haze, that bespoke the sun’s going down, 
and quick flushes of the same misty light broke 
over the atmosphere at intervals. Suddenly, as 
we came to a turn before hidden by the trees, a 
hearty, cheery voice cried out: 

** My old friend Malcom, by all that’s witty and 
wise ; welcome to Green Oaks. Here, Maria, here’s 
somebody you’ve been crying your eyes out to see.” 

“ Harry, for shame to speak so ;” said a pleasant- 
faced girl, turning red, as she advanced smil- 
ingly towards my friend, offering him her hand. 
The major was a large, handsome man, looking 
young at fifty, with red cheeks, blue eyes, hair 
almost flax color, like his sister Virginia’s. A per- 
petual youth seemed settled upon his countenance 
—one might have told at a glance that the cheerful, 
happy heart of a boy beat underneath that ample 
vest. My recognition and welcome were as hearty 
as my friend’s, and in the course of the next fifteen 
minutes I felt as much at home as if I had been 
an inmate of the family for years. First there was 
the major—next to him his wife, a woman of plain 
but cheerful countenance, whom to look upon was 
instinctively to trust and admiré—Miss Maria Van 
Renselaur, a delicate-looking girl of nineteen or 
twenty summers, master Frank, only son, of the 
mature age of ten, and cousin Dolly, a common- 
place sort of wom ho lived in the house as 
friend and depend i been a sort of gov- 
erness to master Fraux. 

“I’m delighted that you and your friend came up 
just now;” said the. major changing his fishing 
tackle which he still held in his hand—“ its fruit 
time, you see, and my grapes and peaches are long- 
ing for somebody to come and eat them. It mor- 
tifies them, you know, to hang unappreciated and 
unappropriated—ha ha! Have you been up to the 
house? Did you see Jennie ?” 

Maria was walking with me Just ahead of us 
were the major, his wife and my friend—so that 
we could hear their conversation when carried on 
in a moderate tone. 


**So you saw little Jennie?” said the major, | 


again. 

“Yes, and I was never more astonished at any 
thing in my life than to hear that she was mar- 
ried.” 

‘* What! she got that off on you, 

** Why, is it not so?” 

** All bosh! my dear fellow. Iam terribly wor- 
ried about that poorjgirl. Married? no; she is no 
more married than you are, and I question if you 
have enfered the silken bonds since I saw you last ;” 
and then followed some more remarks in a low 
tone—the only words of which I could catch now 
and then being, “ trance—illusion—perfectly de- 
luded,” and others of the same import. We reached 
the house soon after, spent a pleasant evening and 
retired at a somewhat earlier hour. 

“ Well,” said Malcom, as he threw himself down 
upon the lo in our room, “The mystery is 
solved. It’s the queerest story Iever heard, upon 
my honor—the ‘strangest hallucination.” 

‘Then she really is not married.” 

“Married! no; she has scarcely had a lover. 
Why, the child is scarcely past sixteen.” 

“Well, what in the world has possessed her? 
She evidently believes herself a wife.” 

“True, and the major says he would give the 
best part-of his fortune to any one who would dis- 
possess her of that idea. He told me all] about it 
this afternoon. It seems that while at school, last 
summer, she fell out of a swing and! was taken up 
senseless. The swoon lasted for some time—I 
think twenty-four hours. After that, for two or 
three months she was subject to these trances, if 
they may be.called so; and after she came out of 
the last one,jwhich she had some three or four 
weeks after her removal from the school, she first 
began to give signs of this strange hallucination. 
She believes herself to have been married on the 
eve of some holiday, and that her husband left her 
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‘immediately after the ceremony was performed, 
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Mr. Morton and the Fair Monomaniac by Moonlight. | 








and is now a captain in the Federal service. What 
makes it still more singular is the fact that there 
is really a Captain Briscoe in the army, and it 
would be amusing, if it was not for the sadness of 
the delusion, to see how she watches the papers, to 
get information about him. This Captain Briscoe 
she could never have seen, for the major took the 
pains to find out in what regiment the man serves, 
and even to bring home his photograph, which lies 
now on the parlor table.” 

“ And did she recognise it ?” 

“Not at all; she looked at it as she would the 
picture of the merest stranger, and inquired who 
it was. When told that it was Captain Briscoe, of 
the 37th New York, she merely smiled, said they 
were mistaken, for it was not at all like the cap- 
tain, and has never spoken about it since. The 
= by the way, happens to be remarkably 


” And she still persists in the delusion ?” 
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“Yes; about everything else she is perfectly 
sane; upon that point, too, shetalks quite natural- 
ly, as you will find if you gain her confidence. It 
must be provoking to those who are constantly 
with her. Now, you know the doctors say that 
irritation must be met by counter-irritation. I’ve 
been thinking if this strange phantom-love could 
be overcome by a real affection—for instance, if 
yeu, whom I brought here expressly for the pur- 
pose of falling in love with her—there’s no harm 
in telling you now—could inspire her with deep 
sentiments xtements offregard for you, why, it might prove 
an antidote fer this ridiculouswhim. She’sa love- 
able creature, is little Virginia, and beautiful, too.” 

“‘ She'a indeed very beautiful,” was my reply, 
‘but I cannot hope to supplant this gallant cap- 
tain, except it might be by some military strata- 
gem.’ 

“The major would be eternally obliged to you,”’ 
said Malcom, springing up from his seat. ‘“ Vir- 
ginia is his pet sister—the youngest of the flock, 
left in his care by her dying mother, and he deeply 
deplores this unlucky freak, which, unless it is 
counteracted, may result in insanity. He has con- 
sulted with several eminent physicians—oné of 
them at the head of the best hospital of the insane 
in the country. He gave it as his opinion that he 
could cure her if she could go to him, but the major 
seriously objects to sending her away at this time. 
‘She is very much attached to home, and would 
understand perfectly well where she was going, se 
that the result might be more serious than the 
lunacy, which, at all events, is not a violent one. 
We must see what your handsome face will do in 
the matter. She was evidently attracted by your 
appearance, or she would not have sung for you. 
Since her supposed husband is in the war, she sel- 
dom sings for anybody.” 

I said nothing, but all night I lay awake, re- 
volving not unpleasant thoughts in my mind, de- 
vising plans, and rejecting them? but uppermost 
was the image of that beautiful face that, I must 
confess, haunted me more than I chose to tell. 
The two following days passed like a dream. 
Boating, driving, walking, enjoying the luscious 
fruit that hung from trellis and tree, having for my 
companion the sweet little maiden whose blue eyes 
had become necessary to my happiness, made up 
the sum of an exquisite enjoyment. 

One evening we sat in groups upon the piazza. 
The moon poured a flood of light on the sylvan 
prospect. The waters of the kingly Hudson glit- 
tered with a brilliancy that myriads of diamonds 
could not eclipse ; the beautiful heights rose royally 
beyond, touched with the finest, most subdued 
tinting, that melted into rich depths of shadow, 
leaving nothing to be desired. The repose and 
grandeur of the scene made one think of Paradise. 
Under the trailing vines sat Virginia and I; her 
usually pale cheeks flushed; her eyes bright with 
excitement; she was talking about her myth. 
“Was it not rather sudden to your friends,” I 
asked, “ this marriage of yours to the captain ?” 
“Oh, they knew nothing whatever about it,” she 





replied, with suppressed glee. 

‘IT met him while I was at school,” she added. 
“T shall never forgetthe day. It was in midsum- 
mer, and I had dressed myself all in white. I had 
| gone into a beautiful grove connected with the 
| grounds of the institution, and sitting down there 
alone, I must have fallen asleep. I remember be- 
| ing awakened bya singular impression, and spring- 
| ing up, there stood my fate. But how foolish to be 
| telling you of this!” 

“ Not at all; I assure you I am intensely inter- 
ested. I am ‘thinking about going in the army 
myself, and should be delighted to make the cap- 
tain’s friendship. Pray, who does he resemble ?” 
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“You will smile when I tell you that he looks 
very much like yourself.” 

“ Like me!” I was astonished, and not a little 
gratified. 

“ Yes, but he has the most beautiful moustache, 
and a charming waving beard, like meshes of the 
finest silk. How splendid he must be in uniform !” 

“You honor me by tracing a resemblance in my 
face to the man who could win your love,” I said, 
and I could see that she was gratified with the 
compliment. “If ever it should be my good for- 
tune to find a woman who resembles Virginia, I 
sha’l be proud if I can prevail upon her to take my 
name. You cannot think how often I have sin- 
cerely wished that you were not married.” 

““Mr. Morton,” she cried, indignantly, a deep 
blush mounting to her cheek, “never let me hear 
such words again.” ‘ 

‘1 beg pardon, most sincerely,” I said, turning 
away to conceal a smile that would come in spite 
of me, ‘‘ but remember, I was led to believe that 
you were unmarried.” 

‘“‘ And so you came wife-hunting? Well, there’s 
my sister—she is single.” 

“Not exactly that,” I replied, ‘but you struck 
my sight as such a vision of loveliness that, but 
for—I will be silent—don’t be angry.” 

“No, I will not; you are very frank.” 

“* Always; but I will try to resist the desire to 
speak with plainness, or I shall offend.” 

“Do you know,” she queried, with a look of 
mingled cunning and satisfaction, “that people 
won’t believe I am married ?” 

“I have told you that it was hard for me to rea- 
lise it.” 

“‘ Nonsense, you are a s‘ranger. I mean brother 
Harry and his wife, and all my old friends and ac- 
quaintances. They'll have to believe it when my 
captain comes home.” or 

‘“Which I hope may not be very soon, at all 
evente.” 

“Take care, or I shan’t like you,” she said, 
pouting a little. 

‘Then you do not dislike me ?” 

“« How can I, when you remind me so constantly 
of the captain? If you were not like him anda 
gentleman, I should treat you as I treat others.” 

“You have never seen him in uniform, then ?” 
I said, catching at the thread of an idea that pre- 
sented itself to my mind. 

‘*Not in full dress. How splendid he must 
look!” and she regarded me with almost an ex- 
pression of fondness, as if she traced in my linea- 
ments the features of her mythical husband. 

“Ah, but sometimes these soldiers are great 
scoundrels. He ought to have given you proof of 
good lineage, of respectability and honor.” 

‘* His face was proof enough,” she said shortly. 

‘Ah! then I f-tter myself I might pass for an 
honest man.” 

“Yes, but you are not 3 handsome as he is.” 

“Oh, no! I didn’t lay a~y claim to being hand- 
some. But are you not. ‘raid of the night dews? 
Come in and sing me something for the captain’s 
sake, and then I must bid you a long farewell.” 

“Why, pray ?” she asked hastily. 

“T leave to-morrow.” 

“Oh, I am so sorry!” and her expression of re- 
gret was genuine. 

‘I must not remain here longer—I dare not,” I 
whispered, bending down. ‘‘ Where should I be 
if the captain comes ?” 

**Oh, but he may not come this great while,” 
she said naively. 

“‘He must come at last,” I responded, shaking 
my head. 

‘* He will like you—and—and you will like him.” 

“ Never!” I said earnestly, and with emphasis. 

** Ah, that is selfish!” : 

“I cannot help it.” 

“IT will sing for you,” she said, in a low voice; 
‘but I am sorry you are going away.” 

I took her hand; it trembled, and I did what, if 
her claims had been real, I could not have done for 
iny life—drew ito my lips and kissed it fervently. 

‘* You must not do that again,” she said, gently, 
but I could see that she was very much agitated. 

Could it be possible that the illusion was vanish- 
ing? We went in alone to the music-room, and 
she sang all the songs I called for, among them 
one in which she threw such wondrous beauty that 
I could have listened to the sweet voice till morn- 
ing. It was the old ballad, ‘‘ Edinbro’ Toon.” 
Never had I heard it sung as she sangit. That 
night her farewell was almost tender, and a‘ter I 
left her I was closeted with the major, her brother, 
for an hour or longer. : 

“If yoy carry this project through, young man, 
and it results as I think it will, you will make me 
one of the happiest men in Christendom; and you 
will have earned not only our gratitude, but one of 
the best and gentlest of beings for a bride. But 
think carefully before you decide ; this trouble may 
be caused by some permanent derangement of the 
brain—it may break out again.” 

**T am willing to risk the consequences,” I said. 
“Having studied medicine myself, I can forma 
tolerable diagnosis of her state, and I have studied 
her constantly. The only question is, may I have 
her if I cure her ?” 

‘Most assuredly. She is a sweet darling; dur 
pet and baby! God only knows how dearly I love 
her, and how deeply I deplore the singular state of 
her mind. As you must see, she will make you a 
faithful wife and a loving one.” 

My plan was now mapped out. I left Malcom 
to pursue his interesting study of Miss Maria, for 
I plainly saw how that matter would terminate, 
and devoted inyself to the object in question, upon 
*he success of which hung my happiness, for I could 
nut disguise the fact that Virginia had become ver 
deartome. iI passed a month ct my own home, 
where I procured a full military suit of a captain’s 
grade, and assiduously cultivated a moustache. The 
beard was not easily coaxed forward, and I accord- 
ingly supplied myself at the hairdressing shop of a 
famous dealexin toat article, a long, glossy brown 





beard, perfectly distinguwé in color, texture amd 
length. 

At last all things were ready. Malcom, who was 
in correspondence with me, signified that since my 
departure Virginia had been very restless, and had 
spoken less frequently of the mythical captain, 
though the delusion appeared unchanged in force 
and character. He stated that they had, in accord. 
ance with my wishes, fallen into her humor, and 
talked of the captain as if he were areal personage ; 
that it appeared to please her, and that still she 
seemed unaccountably nervous and at times de- 
pressed; that she often spoke of me and sang the 
tunes I liked. 

Tnere was evidently a dual impression acting 
upon her brain. She had been pleased with my ap- 
pearance at the first, and connecting it with that of 
her ideal husband, fancied that he resembled me. 
This, with an unconscious magnetism acting upon 
her nerves, an effluence of my intense affection for 
her, had no doubt given her a mental impression 
that the two were akin. I dared to delieve that 
already she loved me without being aware of it, and 
this impression was strengthened by the fact that she 
spoke of me and sangthe songs I loved. At length 
all was completed, and one brilliant afternoon, in 
the deeps of September, I presented myself as a 
stranger before the inmates of Green Oaks, and 
sent in my card, upon which was inscribed the 
name : 


“EUGENE MORTON BRISCOE, 
Capt. U. S. A.” 


The family was prepared to meet me; Virginia 
was out, but would be in soon. I seated myself, 
resplendent in my uniform, my false beard, my real 
moustache. 

“What a turnout!” whispered Malcom. 
will take the poor child by storm.” 

‘* Which I mean to do,” was the reply. 

‘“« What a very great improvement the beard is,” 
said Maria, locking fondly at the stubby bristles 
that adorned the chin (or rather, in their embryo 
state, disfigured it) of her intended. 

In a moment more I saw the white garments of 
my love fluttering in the soft, southerly air. The 
figure was beautiful enough for a houri, encircled 
by a bright blue sash, whose long ends floated 
gracefully over the shining folds of her dress. 

“Now, Morton; I don’t envy you. Shall we all 
retire ?” queried the major, rising in some excite- 
ment. 

‘* Perhaps I had better retire into another room, 
and she can be informed that I am there,” I said. 

“‘ Just the thing! Go into the east room—lI will 
tell her.” 

I seated myself near the door of the east room, 
where I could hear all that passed. Virginia 
entered, a chorus of voices, the major’s above them 
all: 

‘Who do you think has come, darling ?” 

“I don’t know. Who ?” breathlessly. 

They gave her the card. A low cry of delight 
followed, and then the words: 

“ Now you will believe me; now you know that 
Virginia was right!” 

Her voice trembled. They indicated where I was. 
At that moment my heart was giving great leaps, 
but I schooled myself to calmness, with difficulty 
awaiting her entrance. When she came it was no 
difficult task to receive her in my arms, to press 
kiss after kiss upon her forehead, to call ‘her my 
wife. 

“I knew you would come!” she almost sobbed; 
“but they would not believe it. Was it not cruel 
of them ?” 

“Very cruel, my darling. Are they prepared to 
receive me as their relative? Will they let me 
claim you as my bride ?” 

‘‘What should hinder?” she said, blushingly. 
“« And yet they have been so sceptical! You must 
see my brother, Major Van Renselaur. He loves 
me; Iam very sure he could not deny me any 
happiness. But—but—” she added, confusedly— 
“T seem to have known you before!” 

“My dagling, how cculd you help it? Are you 
not mine—my own ?” 

This bewilderment delighted me; it assured me 
that the temporary derangement was giving place 
to a natural and healthy tone of mind. 

“But what will you say if I admit that I have 
deceived you ?” I said. 

** You—you—deceive me !” 

“My name, darling, is not Briscoe; that is the 
name of.a relative. My real name is Morton.” 

* Morton—Morton! Why that is——” 

She scanned me again, her eyes full of wonder. 

“Did you ever know any qne of that name, my 
dear ?” 

**Yes; a gentleman who has been here, his name 
was Morton, and I told him he lodked like you.” 

“Ah! A cousin, perhaps. I have several, and 
the family all look very much alike. But hadI 
not better have a formal introduction to your 
family ?” 

“Oh, yes—I had not thought of that! 
we will go in; I hope now they will believe me 

So we went in, where I endured in, I think, a 
very businesslike manner the congratulations of 
my friends, and managed to behave as much like a 
stranger as possible under the circumstances. If 
there one cr two smothered laughs in our vicinity 
I contrived not to hear them. Then came a con- 
sultation with the major in private, apparently upon 
this subject, while really he was so convulsed with 
laughter he could hardly say a word, and when he 
did it was all congratulatory. When I joined Vir- 
ginia again T had a plan to propose. 

** Your brother, dearest, tells me he is not willing 
to give you tome without seeing us married. Now 
this is perfectly proper; as, unfortunately, i ae- 
giected, in my great hurry, to get a certificate of 
our marriage. Therefore, as it will do no harm, I 
propose that we get married over again, and 
that the wedding take place a week from to-night, 
Mrleomand your sister Maria having decided to 
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join hands at that time in holy matrimony. Whxt 
say you?” 

“T will agree to anything that will please you 
and my brother,” she replied, like a darlivg as she 
was. 

And thus it came to pass I won my wife, my 
pretty, girlish yet wise little wife, who has since 
told me that upon that day her belief in the myth 
of the past was for the first time shaken. She 
understands all now, and laughs at the recollection 
of old times as heartily as any of us. Nor has she 
ever had any more attacks of the kind, and I be- 
lieve she never will again. Maria and Malcom are 
also very happy, and the major insists upon our 
staying, all of us, at beautiful Green Oaks. 


ON MY BIRTHDAY. 
BY CAROLINE EVANS. 


Yes, loving friend, my youth is o’er; 
No longer mine those blessed years ; 

And I must mourn that now no more 
The future smiles beyond my tears. 


Ah, who could tear the flowers apart 
That Autumn’s breath has not yet chilled? 
And who could mock the faithful heart 
Whose throbbing time has never stilled? 


The lamps, whose radiance cheers some tomb, 
Made holy by this sacred fire ; 

How chilling grows the appalling gloom 
As one by one these lamps expire. 


So hopes, which cheered my path with smiles, 
So tender joys for which I prayed, 
Affection’s dreams, ambition’s wiles, 
With all their glittering promise fade. 


Then chide me not, that still I weep, 
Nor smile at unavailing tears, 

These shining drops in memory keep 
The sacredness of bygone years. 


Baltimore, Md. 


The Coquette’s Trials. 


By Lucy A. Randall. 


EVENING in the great city! The purple 
glow of sunset had long since melted into gray 
gloom behind the tapering array of church spires 
that stood, like solemn sentinels, against the rosy 
west; the restless wind, that all day long had 
whirled through crowded streets, carrying eddies 
of suffocating dust on its wings, as remorselessly 
as though it had not freshly come from country 
hillsides, where velvet streaks of grass were be- 
yluuing to peep un sunny slopes and March violets 
were timidly opening their blue eyes along the 
course of singing brooks, had hushed itself to re- 
pose, like a tired child, as the daylight died away, 
Evening and darkness had come, but not rest; the 
vast, pulsing heart of a city knows no rest. 

The heavy curtains of amethystine silk were 
drawn in Horace Vere’s sitting room, in the 
Hotel, the high-heaped grate glowed and sparkled 
as if its polished bars contained live rubies instead 
of everyday anthracite, and the stately mirrors and 
gilded picture-frames flashed back the radiance 
from the chandeliers that depended, a circle of lights, 
from the ceiling. The carpet was emerald velvet, 
strewn with sprays of golden moss, and the whole 
apartment bore evidence of wealth, not unaccom- 
panied by taste. 

There were only two occupants of the room. 

Horace Vere lounged by the mantel, leaning one 
elbow on the carved marble, and gazing pensively 
into the fire. He was about twenty-two, tall and 
slender, with dark, brilliant eyes, whose penciled 
lashes drooped almost to his olive cheek, and 
chestnut brown hair, with a strong proclivity to- 
wards curling in careless waves about his forehead. 
Very handsome the ladies all pronounced him ; and 
even the gentlemen, prone as they are to render 
unfavorable verdicts towards the darlings of the 
other sex, couldn’t deny that Horace Vere was a 
good sort of fellow. 
‘ His companion, Col. Thorne, sat comfortably 
before the grate, his feet perched on the fender, and 
a fragrant cigar between his lips. How shall we 
photdgraph the colonel for the benefit of our 
readers? Not so young as Horace, certainly, for 
the jetty locks around his bronzed temples were 
dashed with threads of silver; not so handsome, 
for his features were rather irregular, though ex- 
pressive of sense and good humor; but a jovial, 
gay-spirited comrade, whom everybody liked, such 
was Col. Thorne. 

They had been silent for a few seeonds, the fire 
snapped and crackled in the grate, and the clock 
ticked its musical refrain from an alabaster bracket 
on the wall; while Horace Vere looked dreamily 
down, and Thorne watched the curling rings of spicy 
blue smoke as wreathed upward from his cigar. 
Suddenly he spoke again : 

“Upon my word, Horace, 
more good sense.” 

Horace Vere raised his large, splendid eyes from 
the particular moss-spray on the carpet which they 
had been deciphering, and shrugged his shoulders 
rather impatiently. 

*T tell you, Thorne, I am madly in love with the 
girl. What would you have a fellow to do ?” 

“Do? Why, take my advice—go off to Europe 
or somewhere, and forget the pretty minx!” 

“ Forget her!” repeated Vere, in ap accent of 
bitter sarcasm, ‘Can I forget the heart throbbing 
in my breast, cr the breath of life that animates 
my whole being ?” 

“I don’t know whether you can or not,” replied 
the colonel, philosophically, knocking the ashes 
from the flaming tip of his weed; “but I do know 
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that you can dismiss Minnie Vane from your heart 
if you wish.’ 

**Never!” sighed Horace. 

‘* My dear boy,” remvnstrated the colonel, elevat- 
ing his eyebrows, “don’t make a blockhead of 
yourself. Don’t goto playing inconsolable lover: 
the part don’t become you, on my word and honor, 
it don’t! I had far rather see you the merry, 
laughing fellow you were three months ago. If 
this is the result of your chance meeting with 
Minnie Vane, I heartily wish she had been at the 
bottom of the Red *: a before she had come across 
you! She’s pretty enough, I suppose—though | 
can’t say I fancy the pink-cheeked and blue-eyed 
style myself; and-she’s got a nice little white hand 
and charming dimpled shoulders, but so have forty 
other girls! Don’t be a fool, Horace, all for the 
sake of a golden-haired coquette, who don’t care « 
pin for you. What are you doing now, may | 
venture to inquire ?” 

For Horace was leisurely drawing on his gloves, 

‘Going to Mrs. Delaplain’s—Minnie is to be 
there to-night.” 

“That’s right!” said the colonel, sarcastically. 
‘* Rush headlong into the candle’s flame, you senti- 
mental, deluded, young moth; get your wings 
scorched if you like, I’m not aware that it’s any of 
my business. Only, as your father’s old friend, { did 
suppose you might listen, for once, to alittle sober, 
sensible advice.” 

‘TI assure you, colonel, that I appreciate it,” 
said Horace, pausing to clasp the elder gentleman’s 
hand with cordial tenderness. ‘“ But—I am in love 
—that’s the only excuse I can plead for not heeding 
it as it deserves. To-night, however, I intend to 
ascertain Minnie’s real feelings towards me. One 
way or the other my fate must be decided; this 
suspense is killing me.” 

And indeed his face was very pale, and the un- 
easy, wavering brilliance of his eyes witnessed a 
mind ill at ease. 

“Well, good luck to you, my boy,” said Thorne, 
cheerfully. ‘T’ll stay here and finish my cigar, 
and see what the last nonsense is in the evening 
papers. Give my love to any nice widows you may 
happen to see at Mrs. Delaplain’s.” 

“Had not you better accompany me, and deliver 
your message in persun?” said Horace, smiling 
faintly. 

“Not I!” quoth the colonel, shrugging his 
shoulders. ‘‘ Catch me running into the lion’s 
mouth. No, no! If ever I get a wife she’ll have 
to do the best part of the courting herself.” 

Horace laughed and disappeared. The coloncl 
settled himself for a comfortable evening of read- 
ing and smoking, with the passing murmur of: 

‘Poor boy, poor boy! he is very much in love; 
that’s patent to the world. Well, I hope she’ll put 
him cut of his misery te-night, for once and all. 
Of course she’ll accept him; she would be a fool 
not to do so, a noble young fellow like that, with 
wealth, beauty and stainless character to back his 
suit. Half the girls in New York are bewitched 
after him. But—there’s never any telling which 
way these confounded women will jump! Poor 
Horace, poor boy !” 

And Col. Thorne experienced an indescribable 
— of self-gratulation that he was a bache- 
or. 

What an aristocratic crowd there was at Mrs. 
Delaplain’s that night. The air was heavy with 
faint sweet odors from the tropical flowers that 
wreathed the marble balustrades, and hung in 
glowing festoons from the arched doorways. The 
chandeliers were all ablaze; the ceilings, a mass of 
gold and rose-colored frescoes, hung over the sway- 
ing throng like the sky of some southern isle, 
where sunset far outstrips the pen of poet or the 
brush of artist. Scarlet cactuses tossed their 
chalices of perfume in carved niches, banks of 
creamy tuberoses stood on marble pedestals, aud 
from the open doors of the conservatory, where 
colored lamps gleamed like misty moons amid the 
perfumed gloom of orange trees and feathery acacia 
boughs, there came the soft, musical drip of playing 
fountains, whose showers of silvery spray gleamed 
like jewel-pendants in the uncertain light. 

Horace Vere stood leaning against the flower- 
garlanded pillars through which the entrance to the 
conservatory lay, atterly unconscious ofthe brilliant 
host sweeping by him, blind to the flash of diamonds 
on fair necks and rounded arms, deaf to the 
whisper and hum that rose and fell like the waves 
of the sea. He only knew there was one person iu 
the room—Minnie Vane. 

“Minnie, there is young Vere watching you!” 
whispered a soft voice into the ear of the radiant 
belle of the evening. 

‘* What then?” was Minnie’s careless retort. 
“What is it to me whether he goes or stays? Do 
clasp my bracelet, Nelly!” 

Horace Vere heard the words, and they pierced 
like a knife to his heart of hearts. 

How lovely she looked, the sweet, cruel enchant- 
ress, in her bright dress of floating lace, the pearls 
shining on her lovely neck, scarcely less white than 
they, and the rcsebuds swinging amid her golden 
curls. No flower in all the tropic bloom of the 
conservatory bore a softer carmine in its heart than 
glowed on her fresh cheek, no jewel flashed more 
ragliantly than her deep sapphire eyes! Ah! she 
kmew that she was beautiful—she knew it all too 
well, 

Horace Vere watched her a8-she whirled lightly 
past to the sweet accents of violin, bugle and silver 
throated ophicleide; he saw her shower her smiles 
on every side, and bend her bright looks on scores 
of eager aspirants; and still he lingered. He w-s 
determined that this night the final decision should 
be pronounced, and finally the moment came. 

“Minnie—Miss Vane,” he whispered, as she 
paused a minute near him. 

** Dear me, Mr. Vere, is that you >” 

** Minnie, may I speak one moment with you ? 

“ Certainly; only be quick, for Lieut. Morse is 
waiting.” - 

He drew her into the conservatory, where the 
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dim lamps glowed among the flowers, and then, in 
a hurried manner, told her simply that he loved 
her, that his whole happiness in life depended on 
her. ‘ 

“If you can return my love, dearest Minnie, I 
shail be the happiest man that ever walked the 
earth. If not-——” 

«Well, what then ?” 

‘J shall sail for’ Europe, perhaps for ever—cer- 
tainly for years.” 

She was silent. He could not see the crimson 
on her cheek and brow, nor hear the beating of her 
heart. Oh, had she but followed its true and noble 
influences, had she but trusted her future to the 
guidance of her reckless, uncertain, but yet most 
loyal little heart! 

“‘ Minnie, shall I go or stay ?” 

Alas! for the coquettish impulses that had be- 
come a sort of second nature to her! 

“] am sure,” she pouted, tearing a scarlet 
blossom petulantly into bits—‘I am sure it is 
nothing to me whether you go or stay.” 

He silently turned away as Lieut. Morse came 
up to claim her for the waltz. Was he going then? 
Was he leaving her in very truth? The color 
rushed in burning torrents to her face, and then 
receded. She strove to call Horace Vere’s name, 
but no sound proceeded from her parched lips. A 
moment’s dizzy bewilderment, and she lay, whiter 
than the rose upon her breast, on Lieut. Morse’s 
arm. 

“Why, Miss Vane, are'you ill? What can pos- 
sibly be the matter? Hal—loo! I believe she has 
fainted!” ejaculated the gallant lieutenant. “ It’s 
the odor of these confounded flowers! it can’t be 
anything else!” 

Essence bottles, eau-de-cologne and smelling 
salts, borne by a crowd of excited ladies, eddied in 
on every side. Minnie’s fair curls were drenched 


with scented waters, her jewelled hands chafed and’ 


her head supported—but when she came to herself 
once more, he was gone! 

‘Off for Europe in good earnest, eh, my boy ?” 
questioned Thorne, as he stood watching Vere toss 
hats, boots and cravats miscellaneously into the 
depths sundry yawning trunks. “Well, it’s the 
most sensible thing you can do!” 

“T think so myself, colonel,” said Horace, 
calmly. ‘And perhaps it would have been better 
for me had I taken your advice earlier. Yes, I am 
off in good earnest this time. In foreign countries, 
doubtless, I shall learn to forget that lovely co- 
quette !” 

He spoke with a sort of sobbing sigh, as if this 
ill-fated love must be crushed out of his heart. 

“ That’s right,” said Thorne, wringing the young 
man’s hand, his own eyes slightly moist. “ Forget 
her, and you'll come back heartwhole !” 

Forget her, as if that were possible! 

Five years had passed away. Five years work 
many changes sometimes. Ask the mother who 
has kept the calendar with tears—tears shed over 
the graves of her little ones; ask the widowed one; 
ask him who has drank the bitter cup of adversity 
since “five years ago!” Sometimes the golden 
wheel of time revolves noiselessly among fresh roses 
—sometimes, alas, it passes through the black 
waters of Marah, and crushes breaking hearts un- 
der its remorseless weight. 

It was a stormy December night. The snow had 
fallen steadily, noiselessly, all day long, and with 
the gray descent of twilight a wailing wind had 
risen, sweeping the light drifts before it in blinding 
clouds. The solemn old woods were all whitened 
with ermine ridges, the fences along the lonely 
roads were hidden in the heaps of snow, and still it 
came down with bewildering rapidity. 

You could scarcely have seen the little farmhouse 
in the hollow, had you not known its whereabouts, 
so completely was it isolated by night and storm. 
The huge maple, whose arms in summer time were 
wreathed with the softest growth of green leaves, 
shook and creaked ominously in the furious blast 
—the casements rattled, and the snow, piled upon 
the ledges, accumulated with every rush of the 
tempest. Yet, through it all, the great fire of 
bubbling pine logs, full of fragrant resin, and coat- 
ed with gray moss which blazed up the wide- 
throated chimney, shone cheerily out into the 
dark, wild night. 

The little kitchen was as neat as a doll’s house. 
The square of rag-carpet which covered its central 
portion had been shaken until not an atom of dust 
could have lurked anywhere in its bright warp and 
woof; the tins upon the shelves glittered like plate 
glass, and the table neatly set against the wall, 
with the big Bible, flanked by two shining brass 
candlesticks, placed upon it, had been scoured un- 
til the varnish was nearly off. There was a tall old 
skeleton of a clock in the corner, whose case of 
dark polished wood caught the glimmer of the 
flames and flashed them back » With a low, 
monotonous tick—tick, and, although there was no 
candle burning, the room was as bright and cheer- 
ful as need be. Who would wish a more ruddy 
glow than was cast by that great crackling heap of 
logs piled on the brass firedogs, with the sparks 
careering in flying eddies up the chimney, and the 
live embers dropping down in the ashes, with a 
tinkling sound ? 

“It’s a dreadful night!” ejaculated old Mr. 
Meade, as he sat before the fire, his silver spectacles 
pushed up to his forehead, and his butternut-colored 
coat thrown back, that the full influence of the 
; ‘nial blaze might penetrate his whole system. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Meade, picking up a dropped 
sutch in her knitting, “and we’d ought to be very 
thankful we’re snug under cover, with plenty of 
pine sticks to burn.” 

_“ Well, I am thankful, ain’t I?” said Mr. Meade, 
giving the back log a poke. “We're poor folks, 
Jerushy, but we hain’t never wanted yet !” 

“More’n that,” said Mrs. Meade, “‘ we've enough 
to live on ourselves besides takin’ care of Minnie, 
poor child '” 

“Our own sister’s darter,” said the old farmer. 
“Well, well—when Martin Vane married Fanny, 





who’d ever ha’ s’posed he’d dic without a cent, and 
his wife follow him into the grave in less than a 
month? And who'd ever have expected that pretty 
girl, brought up to set on a sofy with folded hands, 
could turn to, as Minnie has done ?” 

“She’s a good gal, Minnie is,” returned Mrs. 
Meade, “but so changed from what she was when 
I went visitin,’ six years ago, to brother Martin’s, 
in the city. So sobered down.” 

“Well, who wouldn’t be sobered down to lose 
everything you had in the world in one month ?— 
parents and property, and everything else ?” 

**Tain’t that, Simon,” said Mrs. Meade. ‘“ Not 
entirely, I mean. Minnie has had some deep 
trouble besides that, I reckon, that she won’t tell 
on!” 

** Fiddlestick!” said the farmer, laughing good- 
humoredly. ‘‘ Here she comes, though.” 

The door opened, and a: slight, graceful figure 
glided in—our Minnie Vane, yet how changed! In 
In place of satin and jewels she wore dark, simple 
calico, with warm bands of linen at her throat and 
wrists—her curls still flowed about her shoulders, 
but there were no pearls or flowers in their tresses 
—the rings no longer sparkled on her slender 
fingers, and the arch glance of her eye and pout of 
her lip were exchanged for a sweet yet rather 
mournful look, which became her infinitely! She 
was very, very beautiful still, however pale her 
cheek or drooping her lashes. 

‘I thonght I heard a knocking at the door,” she 
said, looking from her uncle to her aunt. ‘Could 
it be possible that I was mistaken ?” 

No—for at the self-same moment the knocking 
was repeated. 

“Well, I declare!” ejaculated honest Simon 
Meade.. ‘I’ve heered that this long time, but I 
s’posed as much as could be it was windows rattlin’. 
I'll go and see who ’tis.”’ 

“And mind you don’t let ’em in if they’re burg- 
lars!” shrieked Mrs. Meade, catching involuntarily 
at Minnie’s dress. 

But, fortunately for the good lady’s peace of 
mind, no burglar made his advent—but a tall, slen- 
der man, with a dark cloak about his shoulders, 
and his eyes obscured by gigantic blue spectacles. 
It took several moments for Mr. Meade to discover 
these general peculiarities, 1s he stood in the door- 
way, the snow blowing sharply into his face. 

“TI believe I have lost my way, sir,” said the 
stranger, courteously. ‘‘ Might I ask a few hours 
shelter from the fury of the storm ?” 

“Sartin, sir, sartin!” exclaimed the old man. 
‘*We never turned away one from our house yet 
in such weather as this, did we, Jerushy? Come 
in, sir; take the big cheer! Awful weather out, 
ain’t it?” 

And uncle Simon gave the fire a huge poke, while 
Mrs. Meade still held on to Minnie’s dress. 

**Minnie,” she whispered, ‘‘are you sure he 
ain’t a burglar? Seems to me them big specks ain’t 
hardly respectable for a decent traveller!” 

Minnie burst into a merry peal of laughter at the 
idea, as she half turned to look at the new comer. 

“Why, how white you be, sir!” ejaculated Mr. 
Meade. ‘‘I do declare you're dead beat with being 
out in this wind. Fly round, Minnie, and get tea 
ready, and I’ll stir up a pitcher of good hot cider. 
That'll warm you, I guess.” 

“There is no necessity. I am better now,” 
said the stranger, quietly, and waving his hand as 
if to deprecate unnécessary trouble. 

As Minnie passed to and fro, in the cheerful dis- 
charge of her household duties, she paused sud- 
denly as her glance fell upon the stranger’s face, and 
clasped her hands convulsively together. 

“Tt is not possible,” she thought; “oh, no; I 
am mistaken; and yet——” 

“ There goes my cheeny bowl in a dozen pieces!” 
exclaimed Mrs. Meade. ‘““Why, Minnie, what does 
ail you? I never knew you so awkward before!” 

Minnie turned scarlet and slipped out of the 

room. 
" “Well, wife, don’t scold!” said the good old 
farmer. ‘‘If ever there was a dlessing in our 
house, Minnie’s one! Our niece, sir,” he ex- 
plained to the stranger, ‘‘and as good a girl as 
ever lived, and pretty too!” 

Had Horace Vere crossed the ocean once more 
to be informed of that fact? How his heart beat 
as he watched her about her avocatione—busy, 
gentle and peaceful. So changed from the idle 
coquette he had kpown once—so purified, so re- 
fined in the fires of adversity ! 

But he felt the necessity of restraining his wild 
emotion. She had already nearly recognized him 
once, and he sat perfectly silent, listening to the 
droning voice of the old man and the stormy 
raging of the tempest without. 

The old clock had jangled out nine. Mrs. 
Meade had already gone to her bedroom, and the 
old farmer was out taking a last look at the even- 
ing comforts of two grizzly cows and a sturdy little 
horse, ere he followed his wife's example. 

“Dumb critters must be cared Yér,”t 
Meade, and he plunged out into the snowdr 
cordingly. 

Still Horace Vere stood by the wooden mantel— 
but not the same Horace Vere. The hair was 
pushed away from the bronzed brow, the disfigur- 
ing blue spectacles had disappeared, and he was 
the tall, handsome man of five years ago—some- 
what matured, perhaps, but not otherwise altered. 
He heard Minnie’s light step approaching the 
door, and his heart beat wildly, tumultuously. He 
sprang forward involuntarily as she entered. 

Did she faint? did she scream, as the heroines 
of romance are generally expected to do under 
such circumstances? Neither, but she grew very 
pale: every drop of blood in her body seemed to 
stagnate as she stood there, her eyes dilated and 
her lips apart! 

‘Horace Vere!” 

“Yes, dearest Minnie, come back to plead his 
cause with you once more! Darling, will you re- 
ject me yet a second time? I came here in fear 
and trembling lest you should scorn me still ; but I 
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have seen your sweet gentleness, and I am at 
peace. Minnie, will you be my wife?” 

She sank into his arms, the golden curls nest- 
ling cn his shoulder. 

“Oh, Horace, I have always loved you!” 

“ Always, Minnie ?” 

“Yes, always—even when I scorned you, and 
when I trampled on your offered affections, then it 
was that I loved you best!” 

An expression of deep pain swept across his 
countenance. 

“Oh, Minnie, had I but known it! Then these 
trials might have been spared us both!” 

‘*No,” she said, her cheeks glowing with re- 
newed lustre, “‘I needed the bitter lesson to break 
my rebellious spirit. I brought it upon myself, 
and in silence and repentance I have borne it. 
But, dear Horace, I never, never dreamed of this 
sweet reward at last.” 

‘*Minnie,” he said, drawing her to the window, 
“see! The storm is over—the clouds are break- 
ing, and Heaven’s stars are shining through the 
rifts of sky. Even so is it with our lives, sweet 
one. The storms through which we have passed 
have but landed us in a harbor of eternal peace!” 





“Let me congratulate you, Horace!” said Col. 
Thorne, grasping his friend’s hand earnestly. ‘I 
have just been to call upon your wife. How lovely 
she looks in her diamonds and satins—how like a 
queen she presides in your luxurious home. 
Horace, you have the sweetest wife in the world! 
Adversity has but made her perfect. No coquetry 
now, eh?” 

“She is an angel, Thorne!” exclaimed Vere, 
fervently. 

And we never heard that he had reason to alter 
his mind on the subject. 

“The prettiest thing, however,’ said Thorne, 
confidentially to us, many years afterwards, as we 
were talking of Mrs. Horace Vere, ‘‘is to hear 
her lecture her pretty daughters on the sin and 
folly of flirting. Who would ever have supposed 
she had once on a time been such a coquette her- 
self?” 

Dear little Minnie! she had ‘seen the folly of 
it!” 


THE DESERTERS’ FATE. 


Among the sad scenes of war is that se- 
vere punishment ,whichJmilitary law metes out to 
deserters. The crime of desertion, when not to the 
enemy, has been frequently, perhaps so far as dis- 
cipline is concerned, too frequently, pardoned. But 
of lete a new hind of deserters have appeared—men 
who enlist in order to desert—men who never were 
for a moment soldiers in heart—impostors, who brave 
the danger for the chance of obtaining bounties. 

Our artist sends us a fine sketch of the imposing 
array at the execution of five deserters, Kuhna, 
Felane, Walter, Keinese and Lay, from the 118th 
Pennsylvania Volunteers, ist Division, 5th Corps, on 
Saturday, August 29, in a beautiful valley, near the 
headquarters of the 1st Division—the whole of Sykes’s 
Corps wh up to witness It, ‘ihe condemned 
are sea’ on their coffins, in front of their open 
gr°ves—their religious attendants, a Jewish rabbi, a 
Protestant minister, and Catholic priest, being a short 
distance from them, : 

The order for their immediate execution was issued 
by Gen. Griffin, at 3 Pp. M., and the officer of the day, 
Capt. Crocker, of the 118th Pennsylvania, recalled the 
clergymen from their spiritual duties. 

At the order to fire,'thirty-six muskets were dis- 
charged, and instant death was announced by the 
surgeons in attendance as the result. The bodies 
were then placed in their respective graves, and the 
ow . formed the last religious rites over tne 








THE IDLER ABOUT TOWN. 


In our last we stated that the note of pre- 
peration had been sounded at the Academy of Music 
by Max Maretzek, and that this week we might ex- 
pect a full development of the programme of the 
ensuing season. We give it to our readers. It isa 
document worth reading, fcr it developes the plan of 
a brilliant campaiga for the comiag winter and spring. 
Mr. Maretzek says: 


The engagements for the season are as follows :— 
Prime donne soprani, Madame Giuseppina Medori, 
Mdile;> Louise Kellogg, Madame Antoinietta 
Brignoli- i and Mdile. Laura Harri (her first 
epposrenes) j a donna contralto, Mdlle. Hen- 

etta Sulzer; comprimazis, Malle. Fanny Stock- 
ton; first tenors, Signor Francisco Mazzoleni, 
Signor Giovanni Sbriglia and Signor W. Lotti; com 
rimario, Signor T. Rubio; first baritones, Signor 
‘erdinando Bellini and Signor G. Yppolito; first 
bassis, Signor Anunibale Biacchi Domenico 

lletti; comprimario, Signor W Muller. Conduc- 
rs, Max Maretzek and Jaime Nuno; lgader, Mr. 
Erneet Grill; chorus master, Mr. Hartman; i) 
r, Mr. Amati Dubreu.1; prompeer, Signor L. 
Biondi; maitre de ballet, S r D. Ronzani. 

The following is the briiliant repertoire announced 
for the season :—*‘ Ione,” Petrella; ‘‘I Due Foscari,” 
Verdi; “ Lucrezia Bo: ” Donizetti; and other 
favorite operas. He will also produce ‘ Roperto 
Devereux,” ‘‘ Macbeth,” Peri’s “ Judith,” and the new 
opera, entitled * Faust,” which such an ex- 
trao furor in both opera houses in London 
during the last season, and been performed ia 
Paris over 300 successive nights. 

The regular —_ will be Mondays, Wed- 
nesdays and Fridays. An extra performance will be 

ven every y, thue—upon the first and third 

turdays of the menth grand matinées are to be 
}givem, and upon the second and fourth Saturdays 
grand evening lyric representations will be had. 

Gottschalk’s concerts will commence at Irving Hall 
on Monday evening, the 28th inet. Great pre 
tions are on foot to make these concerts unusually 


attractive. 
Mr. Harry Sanderson, who made such a brilliant 
success in Havana a few months since, has orga’ 
a com for the purpose of concertizing through 
the island of Cuba. His prospects are most flattering, 
for the Havanese press made for him a brilliant 
utation throughout the whole island. 

e regret to learn that Mr. George W. Morgan, 
the able organist of Grace Church, has resigned his 
— as conductor of the New York Harmonic 

jet 


Mr. Gens will shortly return from Europe, to com- 
mence business with his excellent opera company. 
He went : broad on a tour of observation, and he re- 
turns, we understand, with the conviction that his 

sent company, Madame Lorini, Mdlle. Morensi, 

, with Amodio and Susini, could not 
be improved by avy addition or substitution. 

the past week Edwin Forrest has played in 

Shakes 2’s “ Hamlet” four times, and to four 

larger houses than any other living actor could 

draw in New York, after hav been for two seasons 

seen and heard by our fickle and variety-loving public. 

Yet “ Hamlet” is a part which bas excited in his 





hands a great r variety of opinions, and, we may add, 
more —- artists hostility on the part of alarge 
section of the pubiic than =A other of his great 
Shakespearear em! its. But this hostile section 
of the public crowd the theatre as well as his friends 
and admirers, as ny one may discover by waiting in 
the entrance of Niblo’s, and | stening to the observa 
tions of those who leave the theatre at the close 
the per: 

they 


eulogizing the performance 

ust beheld. They are followed by one which 
r. Forrest unequivocally and roundly. Then follow 
a couple of gentlemen who are eng»ged in an animated 
dispute upon his perfurmance, cach taking a different 
| side of the question, All truly great men, whether 
t be artists or those who buckle-to the no less 
cult but more practical questions of the day 

whether in science, tegen or politics, canno 
fait in exciting opposition, as they never fail in crea- 
ting admiration. It is not that they are ever radically 
wrong that they are abused, or that they are positively 
right that they «re eulogized: but they are examined 
by different tempers, whether in the daily or artistic 

life to which they appeal. If Kemtle, Kean, Youn 
and Forrest give us four different Hamlets, we must. 
consider that there may be four different intellectual 
ways of viewing thischaracter, Every possible vari- 
ation in the modes of viewing it proves that a cor- 
respondence to such variation must exist in the 
huinan intellect which ineasures their performance. 
Hence it is that we consider the opposition which is 
reade to genius its most positive proof; and in our 
own case would prefer opposing opinions to in- 
discriminate and gen:ral laudation, and, conse- 
quently, that we consider this es in the 
opinions ay Mr. Forrest’s Hamlet as an 
undeniable proof that we are right in considering it, 
if not the greatest possible Hamlet, as we conceive 
the character, 8s most certeinly among the first and 
most perfect Hamlcts that has trodden the e in 
the last quarter of a century. This week he plays 
Brutus in Howard Payne’s “ Fall cf Tarquin,” a play 
whick he has not acted in this city for the last ten or 


eleven years. Although by nomeans pa ee 
Bendy and his rendering o 


it is at any rate a g £ 
Bratus, a8 we remem‘er it, is a performance grand 
omnge to have veiled its faults, even had it been full 
of them. 

The impression which Mr. Bandmann made in his 
new er, Narcisse, seems to giow deeper and 
stronger. Niblo’s Garden is crowded to overflowing 
each night that he ap , and the entbusiasm ex- 
hibited is unbounded. It is unquestionably a person- 
ation of extraordinary power, and its naturalness is 
80 apparent that the audience receive it at once asa 
trath, and the electric bond of sympathy is at once 
ertablished between them and the actor. This power 
of commanding the sympathy of the public is a rare 
gift, which genius alone possesses. The curiosity of 
the public has been thoroughly aroused, and the Fe ad 
demand for sets in advance will in all provability 
compel the man 
night during Mr. 

he present is the last week of the Ghost at Wal- 
lack’s Theatre and of Mrs. Bowers at Winter Garden. 
They have both met with unqualified success, and 
only disappear from our view in consequence of other 
engagements. The regular sesson at Wallack’s 
Theatre will probably cummence next week, as the 
company was cailed together on the 16th inst, 

The Broadway Theatre closed after a reason of two 
mente, in consequence of the, severe illness of Mrs. 
Robertson. 


ement to present ‘ Narcisse” every 
dmaop’s engagement. 


a Le py br ~ bee his fall nt wae 
camp , With a amatic company and a new 
and powerful Ai... | piece, transiated from the 
German, called “ Brunhilda; or, Wake Not the Dead ;” 
a title strong enough to draw crowded houses for 
months to come. It is said to afford the Ghost many 
fine and effective situations. The Sioux and Winne- 
bago Indians, “‘ the stedfast friends of the whites,” 
are still at the Museum. Their warlike songs and 
dances excitemuch admiration. Many rare curiosities 
have ceen added to the collection within a few days, 
which are well worth inspecting. 





MACBETH. 
Made Easy to the Million. 


I HAVE always regretted that Mr. Bourci- 
cault has never turned his attention to ‘‘ Macbeth,” as 
I am sure he would have made something out of what 
is now the absurdest mess of rubbish ever put before 
a public. As he has not thought it deserving his 
attention, I will endeavor to explain the plot as well 
as I could make out from Mr. Forrest’s ‘' rendition,” 
as the dramatic critic of the New York Times very 
learnedly calls it—and a truer term was never applied 
to anything, for he tears and vends it to pieces. 
“ Rendition” is the word. I have no malice against 
the author, who, I am told, is a young man, named 
Mr. Shakespeare, said to be a writer on the World, 
although, from choosing a Scotch subject, I should 
rather think him an attaché of the Herald. How- 
somever, I wish Mr. Shakespeare well, although he’s 
better adapted to the drygoods line than a “‘ littery 
perfession.” 

Macbeth is a person of the Scotch persuasion, and 
Commander-in-Chief to his Most Gracious Majesty 
King DuncanI. He is dressedlike aScotchman. Yvit 
know the snuff box round the corner, where the great 
wooden figure is at the door? Well, that’s the image 
of Macbeth. Wel, in marching home after a battle, 
in which the destruction of human life must have 
been unprecedented in the annals of war, for no more 
than six soldiers survived that fearful fight, not a 
blessed one more did he bring home. I counted them 
twice, to be certain. It was a clever idea to show 
only half a-dozen survivors, as the audience could see 
at a glance the frightful gaps that death had made in 
the ranks, and that thousands upon thousands must 
have been left dead upon the field. A thrill of horror 
ran through the house when the six individuals in 
question on hand stood in a row on a little bridge, 
and a good many hissed, as though the scene was too 
painful for human suffering. I felt so too, and thought 
how many parents are now bewailing the loss of their 
orphan children, how many orphan children the loss 
of their fatherless parents, end how many only sons 
the untimely end of their elde: brothers! 

Well, three ugly old women, with clothes props, 
stop the Commander of the Forces and tell his fortune. 
They are sorcerers, 60 called from telling fortunes by 
tea sediment in cups and saucers. Three more di- 
lapidated old ladies I never set cyes on, and so dirty ; 
but that shows the attachment to their native soil 
They tell him he’ll come to be king; he’s very ambi' 
tious ani hie wife is ambitiouscr, and she advises her 
husband to stick at nothiug, or rether to stick at 
everything and everyvody in order to get tothe throne, 
and to make assurance doubly sure, to use bis 
own words, he sticks him with two daggers. When 
the king is dead he is no more, and then Macbeth 
dresses himself up like a king and his wife like a 
queen. They then give an evenin , and a round 
nole like the one in the street where the coals come 
in opens in the floor, up comes 2 Scotchman, I 
could not learn where he came from; it may have been 
the cpalceilar or the urderground railway, but that 
doesn’t matter. The king’s cross at his coming, and 
so much so that he frightens everybody else and 
breaks up the party, after s ing a most unpleasaut 
evenin:. “Lady M. is then taken very ill and cannot 
get a wink of sleep for several weeks, and suffering 
the intensest tortures, she dies of spontaneous com- 
bustion of the orpscience; and Macpeth has a sword 
stuck ia his gizeare by some one who owed hima 
vrudge, and that’s the end of him. The fault of the 

lay is that, instead of the people speaking broad 
Scotch, they all speak Bnglish as well as i do. 
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1 HATE A PEACEFUL SPOT. 


BY J. W. WATSON. 


I Gaze into the summer sky, and on the wa- 
ving trees ; 

I drink the beauty of the lake, and quaff the 
perfumed breeze ; 

I hear the drowsy hum of bees; the singing 
of the birds; 

The chattering of the barnyard fowls; the 
lowing of the herds; 

The steady plashing of the churn; the “Gee! 
Haw !” of the plough ; 

The stream into the milking pail from yonder 
yellow cow; 

And each, and all, are symbols of the peace 
that overflows, 

And blooms upon our northern land, like one 


unfading rose. 


I mark the farmer’s cheery face ; the matron’s 
love-lit eyes ; 

The children with their reckless feet, and 
wanton, joyous cries ; 

The laborers with teams afield, or whistling 
on the road; 

Their wagons heaped with Nature’s gifts, a 
true Pomona load. 

And then I wonder in my soul, is this a fa- 
vored spot, 

Can this be of the fabled land where memory 
is not? 

Or is it but the stagnant pool of this our 
rortherna blood, 

That runs, as southrons say it runs, a clogged 
and noisome flood? 


Sometimes I’ve wished, with sickened soul, 
for rest from daily news. 

Sometimes I’ve tried to teach my heart, 
*twere better we should lose! 

Aye! better we should lose the fight, and so 
awake the land, 

That every man might rush to arms, and take 
@ manly stand! 

And when, with heaving breast,'I’ve seen, 
tlie cold insensate throng, 

I’ve prayed for some calm spot, like this, a 
living summer song ; 

Some spot where all the outer world could 
be by man forgot, 

Where daily toil drowned carking care, and 
memory was not. 


But now, in all this peaceful scene, my blood 
boils fierce and hot, 

I curse those pleasant, peaceful homes, where 
memory is not! 

I think of all the homes afar, once peaceful 
as our Own, 

Their hearthstones wet with bloody drip, 
their altars overthrown! 

I look on all the glorious scene, and straight 
its beauties change, 

My eyes are filled with sights of woe, my 
ears with noises strange. 

I hear the shrieks of dying men, the thunder 
of the guns, 

The wail of infants for their sires, of mothers 
for their sons! 


I gaze into the summer sky, I seek to look 
afar, 

To penetrate the filmy mist that hides the 
cloud of war! 

I look through valleys wrapped in sleep, o’er 
rivers rolling free, 

And bearing on their bosoms’ swell a nation’s 
argosy ; 

And thus, where’er my eye can reach, toward 
the setting sun, 

I hear no shriek of dying men, no thunder 
of the gun. 

A hum of peace and busy hands, a harvest 
swelling o’er, 

But yet no sign to guide the eye that seeks 
the cloud of war. 


1 turn my face to southern winds, filled with 
a soft perfume, 

And straining through the misty depths, my 
soul is fall with gloom. 

I see within a few score miles ten score of 
thousand men, 

Crouched each within his guarded lair, like 
tiger in his den. 

Crouched each full ready for a spring, they 
wait with bated breath, 

The word that gives them liberty to hurry to 
their death. 

And all around these waiting men is blasted 
hill and plain, 

And homes and hopes that never will be filled 
with life again. 


I see a brother clench his hand against a 
brother's blow ; 

I see a father smile to watch his firstborn’s 
lifeblood flow ; 


1 see the flower of our land lie heaps of rot- | graci 


ting dead, 

And widowed mothers show their babes the 
cold ground for their bed. 

Ok, God! can such things be, and peace fill 
ail our northern lands? 

Can men still laugh and sing, while they have 
lifeblood in their hands? 








Can woman smile and twine her arms, and 
fondle and caress, 

While sisters raise their hands to pray, a 
prayer of dire distress? 


I hate these peaceful northern homes; I hate 
a quiet spoi! 

Where men lie sleeping on a mine, and memo- 
ry is not! 

I would some fierce, destroying thing would 
sweep their hearthstones nigh, 

And wake their sluggish, sleepy blood, to 
hear their brother’s cry! 

I would some angel armed in truth would 
make each heart to glow, 

That men would arm them for the fight and 

. women bid them, ‘‘ Go!” 

And then I would not cry, I hate each quiet, 
peaceful spot, 

Where peace is in the very air, and yet where 
peace is not! 


ELEANOR’S VICTORY. 
BY MISS M. E. BRADDON, 


AUTHOR OF “AURORA FLOYD,” “LADY AUDLEY’s 
SECRET,” “LADY LISLE,” ‘JOHN 
MAROHMONT’S LEGACY,” ETO. 


CHAPTER XLIX.—DESERTED. 


Tue letter written by the old man to his three 
nitces was read aloud by Miss Sarah in the presence 
of the eager assembly. Amongst all those anxious 
listeners there was no one who listened more in- 
tently than Gilbert Monckton. 

Maurice de Crespigny’s letter was not a long 
one: 

“My pear Nrieces—Sarah, Lavinia and Ellen— 
You will all three be perhaps much surprised at the 

er in which I have disposed of my estate, both 
eal and personal; but, believe me, that in oe 
as I have done I have been a by no unkin: 
jane st you; nor am I otherwise than duly 
grateful for the attention which I have received from 
you d my declining years. 

“T think that I have done my duty; but be that 
as it may, I have done that which it has been my 
fixed intention to do for the last ten years. I have 
made several wills and destroyed one after another, 
but they have all been in the main point to the 
same effect, and it has only been an old man’s 
whimsical fancy that has prompted me to make 
suadry alterations in minordetails. The income of 
two hundred a year, which I have left to each ef 
you, will, I know, be more than enough for your 
simple wants. The three incomes, by the wording 
of my will, will descend to my nephew, Launcelot 
Darrell, after your deaths. 

**T have tried to remember many old friends who 
have perhaps long ere this forgotten me, or who 
may laugh at an old man's foolish bequests. 

“I do not believe that I have wronged any one; 
and I trust that you will think kindly uf me when 
I am in my grave, and never speak bitterly of ~ 

“Your affectionate uncle, 
* MAURICE DE CRESPIGNY. 

** Woodlands, February 20th.” 


This was the old man’s letter. There was not one 
syllable of its contents which in any way disagreed 
with the wording of the will. 

Launcelot Darrell drew a long breath; and his 
mother, sitting close to him, with her hand in his, 
could feel the clammy coldness of his fingers and 
hear the loud thumping of his heart against his 
breast. 

Gilbert Monckton took up his hat and walked out 
of the room. He did not want to have any explana- 
tion with the man whom he fully believed, in spite 
of all Eleanor had said, to be the fortunate rival 
who had robbed him of every chance of ever winning 
his wife’s heart. 

He had only one feeling now; and that was the 
same feeling which had taken possession of him 
twenty years before—an eager desire to run away; 
to escape from his troubles and perplexities, to 
get free of this horrible atmosphere of deceit and 
bewilderment; to cast every hope, every dream 
behind; and to go out into the world once more, 
joyless, unloved, hopeless; but at any rate, not the 
dupe of a false woman’s specious pretences. 

He went straight back to Tolldale while the 
crowd at Woodlands slowly dispersed, more or less 
discontented with the day’s proceedings. He went 
back to the grand old mansion in which he had 
never known happiness. He asked whether his 
wife was with Miss Mason. No, the man told 
him; Mrs. Monckton was in her own room, lying 
down. 

This was the very thing he wished. He didn't 
want to see Eleanor’s beautiful face, framed in 
shining bands of hazel-brown hair; that ii resistible 
face whose influence he dared not trust. He want- 
ed to see his ward alone. 

Laura ran out of her dressing-room at the sound 
of her guardian’s footstep. 

“Well ?” she cried, ‘‘is it a forgery ?” 

“Hush, Laura, go back into your room.” 

Miss Mason obeyed, and Mr. Monckton followed 
her into the pretty little apartment, which was a 
modern bower of shining maplewood and flowery 
chintz, and flimsy lace and muslin, frivolous and 
airy as the young lady herself. 

** Sit down in a comfortable seat, guardian,” said 
Laura, offering the lawyer a slippery chintz-covered 
lounging-chair, so low as to bring Mr. Monckton’s 
knees inconveniently near his chin as he sat in it. 
* Sit down and tell me all about it, for goodness 
ious sake. Is it forged ?” 

“IT don’t know, my dear, whether the will is 
genuine or not. It would be a very difficult ques- 
tion to decide.” 

“But oh! good gracious me,” exclaimed Miss 
Mason, “how can you be so unkind as to talk 
about it like that, as if it didn’t matter a bit 
whether the will is forged or not? If it isn’t forged, 


] Launcelot isn’t bad; and if he isn’t bad, of course 





I may marry him, and the wedding things won’t be 
all wasted. I knew that something would happen 
to make everything come right.” 

“Laura,” cried Mr. Monckton, “ you must not 
talk like this. Do you know that you are no longer 
a child, and that you are dealing with the most 
solemn business in a woman’s life. I do not know 
whether the will by which Launcelot Darrell in- 
herits the Woodlands property is genuine or not; I 
certainly have reason to think that it is genuine, 
but I will not take upon myself to speak positively. 
But, however that may be, I know that he is not a 
good man, and you shall never marry him with my 
consent.” 

The young lady began to cry, and murmured 
something to the effect that it was cruel to use her 
so when she was ill, and had been taking oceans of 
lime-draughts ; but Mr. Monckton was inflexible. 

“If you were to have a dozen illnesses such as 
this,” he said, ‘“‘they would not turn me from my 
purpose, or alter my determination. When J vol- 
untarily took upon myself the custody of your life, 
Laura, I undertook that charge with the intention 
of accomplishing it as a sacred duty. I have fal- 
tered in that duty; for I suffered you to betroth 
yourself to a man whom I have never been able to 
trust. But it is not yet too late to repair that error. 
You shall never marry Launcelot Darrell.” 

“Why not? If he didn’t commit a forgery, 
as Eleanor says he did, why shouldn’t I marry 
him ?” 

“Because he has never truly loved you, Laura. 
You admit that he was Eleanor’s suitor before he 
was yours? You admit that, do you not ?” 

Miss Mason pouted, and sobbed, and choked once 
or twice before she answered. Gilbert Monckton 
waited impatiently for her reply. He was about as 
fit to play the mentor as the young lady whom he 
had taken upon himself to lecture. He was blinded 
and maddened by passionate regret, cruel disap- 
pointment, wounded pride, every feeling which is 
most calculated to paralyse a man’s reasoning 
powers, and transform a Solomon into 4 fool. 

“Yes,” Laura gasped at last; “he did propose 
to Eleanor first, certainly. But then, she led him 
on.” 

“She led him on!” 
** How ?” 

Laura looked at him with a perplexed expres- 
sion of countenance, before she replied to this eager 
question. , 

‘Oh, you know!” she said, afler a pause; “I 
can’t exactly describe how she led him on, but she 
did lead him on. She walked with him, and she 
talked to him; they were always talking together 
and leaving me out of the conversation, which was 
very rude of them, to say the least, for if I wasn’t 
intellectual enough for them, and couldn’t quite 
understand what they were talking about—for 
Launcelot would talk meta—what’s it’s name? you 
know ; and who could understand such conversation 
as that ?—they might have talked about things I do 
understand, such as Byron and Tennyson. And 
then she took an interest in his pictures, and talked 
about chiaro—thingembob, and foreshortening, and 
middle distances, and things, just like an artist. 
And then she used to let him smoke in the break- 
fast parlor when she was giving me my music les- 
sons; and I should like to know who could play 
cinquepated passages in time, with the smell of to- 
bacco in their nose, and a fidgety young man read- 
ing a crackling newspaper, and killing flies with 
his pocket handkerchief against the window. And 
then she sat for Rosalind in his picture. But, 
good gracious me, it’s no good going all over it; 
she led him on.” 

Mr. Monckton sighed. There wasn’t much in 
what his ward had said, but there was quite 
enough. Eleanor and Launcelot had been happy 
and confidential together. They had talked of 
metaphysics and literature, and poetry, and 
painting. The young artist had lounged away 
the summer mornings, smoking and idling, in Miss 
Vane’s society. 

There was very little in all this, certainly, but 
quite as much as there generally is in the history 
of a modern love affair. The age of romance is 
gone, with tournaments, and troubadours, and 
knight errantry; and if « young gentleman now-a- 
days spends money in the purchase of a private- 
box at Covent Garden, and an extra guinea for a 
bouquet, or procures tickets for a fashionable flower- 
show, and is content to pass the better part of his 
mornings amidgt the expensive litter of a drawing- 
room, watching the white fingers of his beloved in 
the messo mysteries of Decalcomanie, he may be 
supposed to be quite as sincerely devoted as if he 
were to plant his lady’s point-lace parasol cover in 
his helmet, and gallop away with the view to having 
his head split open in her service. 

Mr. Monckton hid his face in his hands and 
pondered over what he had heard. Yes, his ward’s 
foolish talk revealed to him all the secrets of his 
wife’s heart. He could see the pretty, sunny, 
morning-room, the young man lounging in the 
open window, with fluttering rose-leaves all about 
his handsome head. He could see Eleanor seated 
at the piano, making believe to listen to her pupil, 
and glancing back at her lover. He made the 
prettiest cabinet picture out of these materials for 
his own torment. 

“Do you think Eleanor ever loved Launcelot 
Darrell ?” he asked, by-and-bye. 

“Dol think so?” cried Miss Mason. “ Why 
of course I do; and that’s why she tries to persuade 
me not to marry him. I love her, and she’s very 
good to me,” Laura added, hastily, half-ashamed 
of having spoken unkindly cY the friend who had 
been so patient with her during the last few days. 
“‘Ilove her very dearly; but if she hadn’t cared 
for Launcelot Darrell, why did she go against my 
marrying him ?” 

Gilbert Monckton groaned aloud. Yes, it must 
be so. Eleanor hadicved Launcelot, and her sudden 
anger, her violent emotion, had arisen out of her 
jealousy. She was not a devoted daughter nursing 


cried Mr. Monckton. 


a dream of vengeance against her dead father’s, 





foe, but a jealous and vindictive woman, bent upon 
avenging an infidelity against herself. 

“Laura,” said Mr. Monckton, “ call your maid, 
and tell her to pack your things without a moment’s 
delay.” 

* But why ?” 

“IT am going to take you abroad—immediately.” 

“Oh, good gracious! And Eleanor——”* 

“Eleanor will stay here. You and I will go to 
Nice, Laura, and cure ourselves of our follies—if 
we can. Don’t bring any unnecessary load of 
luggage. Have your most useful dresses and your 
linen packed in a couple cf portmanteaus, and let 
all be ready in an hour’s time. We must leave 
Windsor by the four o’clock train.” 

“ And my wedding things—what am I to do with 
them ?” 

“Pack them up. Burn them, if you like,” an 
swered Gilbert Monckton, leaving his ward to ge‘ 
over her astonishment as she best might. 

He encountered her maid in the passage. 

‘‘ Miss Mason’s portmanteau must be packed in 
an hour, Jane,” he said. “I am going to take her 
away at once for change of air.” 

Mr. Monckton went downstairs to his study, 
and shutting himself in, wrote a very long letter, 
the composition of which seemed to give him a 
great deal of trouble. 

He looked at his watch when this letter was 
finished, folded and addressed. It was a quarter 
past two. He went upstairs once more to Laura’s 
dressing-room, and found that young lady in thc 
wildest state of confusion, doing all in her power 
to hinder her maid, under the pretence of assisting 
her. 

‘Put on your bonnet and shawl and go down- 
stairs, Laura,” Mr. Monckton said decisively. 
«Jane will never succeed in packing those port- 
manteaus while you are fidgeting her. Go down 
into the drawing-room, add wait there till the 
boxes are packed and we’re ready to start.” 

’ “But mustn’t I go and say good-bye to Elea- 
nor?” 

“Ts she still in her own room ?” 

“Yes, sir,” the maid answered, looking up from 
the portmanteau before which she was kneeling. 
“I peeped into Mrs. Moncktpn’s room just now, 
and she was fast asleep. She has had a great deal 
of fatigue in nursing Miss Mason.” 

“Very well, then, she had better not be dis- 
turbed.” 

But if I’m going to Nice,’ remonstrated. Laura, 
“T can’t goso far away without saying good-bye 
to Eleanor. She has been very kind to me, you 
know.” 

‘“T have changed my mind,” Mr. Monckton 
said; ‘‘I’ve been thinking over the matter, and 
I’ve decided on not taking youto Nice. Torquay 
will do just as well.” 

Miss Mason made 2 wry face. 

TI thought I was to have change of scene,” she 
said; “ Torquay isn’t change of scene, for I went 
there once when I was a child. I might have 
forgotten Launcelot in quite a strange place, wherc 
people talk bad French and wear wooden shoes, 
and everything is different; but I shall never for- 
get him at Torquay.” 

Gilbert Monckton did not notice his ward’s lam- 
entation. 

‘Miss Mason will want you with her, Jane,” 
he said to the girl. ‘‘ You will get yourself ready, 
please, as soon as you’ve packed those portman- 
teaus.” : 

He went downstairs again, gave his orders 
about a carriage to take him to the station, and 
then walked up and down the drawing-room wait- 
ing for his ward. 

In half-an-hour both she and her maid were 
ready. The portmanteaus were put into the car- 
riage—the mail-phaeton which had brought Elea- 
nor to Hazelwood two years before—and Mr. 
Monckton drove away from Tolldale Priory with- 
out having uttered a word of adieu to his wife. 


CHAPTER L.—GILBERT’S LETTER. 


Ir was late in the afternoon when Eleanor 
awoke, aroused by the clanging of the dinner-bell 
in the cupola above her head. She had been 
worn out by her patient attendance upon Laura 
during the last week, and had slept very heavily, 
in spite of her anxiety to hear what had happened 
at the reading of the will. She had seen very lit- 
tle of -her husband since the night of Mr. de Cres- 
pigny’s death, and though the coldness and res- 
traint of his manner had much distressed her, she 
had no idea that he was actually alienated from 
her, or that he had suffered his mind to become 
filled with suspicions against her. 

She opened the door of her room, went out into 
the corridor and listened. But all was very stil! 
She could only hear the faint jingling of glass and 
silver in the hall below, as the old butler weht to 
and fro putting the finishing touches to the dinner- 
table. 

Mr. Monckton might have come to me to tell 
me about the will,” she thought; “ he must surely 
know how anxious I am to hear what has been 
done.” 

She bathed her flushed face, and dressed for din- 
ner as usual. She put on a black silk dress out of 
respect for her father’s friend, whose funeral ha: 
been solemnised during her sleep, and with a black 
lace shawl upon her shoulders she went downstair« 
to look for her husband. 

She found all very quiet—unnaturally quiet. |! 
is strange how soon the absence of an accustomed 
inhabitant makes itself felt in a house, however 
quiet the habits of that missing person. Eleanor 
looked into the drawing-room and the study, and 
found them both empty. 

“Where is Mr. Monckton?” she asked of th: 
old butler. 

** Gone, ma’am.” 

“Gone!” 

“Yes, ma’am; two hours ago, a’moat. 
knew he was going, didn’t you, ma’am ?” 
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The old man’s curiosity was excited by Eleanor’s 
look of surprise. 

“Didn’t you know as master was a-going to 
take Miss Mason away to the seaside for change of 
air, ma’am ?” he asked. 

“ Yes, yes, 1 knew that he was going to do so, 
but not immediately. Did Mr. Monckton leave no 


message for me ?” 
“‘ He left a letter, ma’am. It’s on the mantel- 


piece in the study.” 

Eleanor went to her husband’s room with her 
heart beating high, and her cheeks flushed with in- 
dignation against him for the slight he had put 
upon her. Yes, there was the letter, sealed with 
his signet rinz- He was not generally in the 
habit of sealing his letters, so he must have looked 
upon this as one of some importance. Mrs. Monck- 
ton tore open the envelope. She turned pale as 
she read the first few lines of the letter. It was 
written over two sheets of note paper, and began 
thus : , 

« ELEANOoR—When I asked you to be my wife, I 
told youthat in my early youth I had been ‘ived 
by a woman whom I loved very dearly, o— not 
as dearly as I have since loved you. I told you 
this, and I one you to remember my blighted 

outh, and to have pity upon me. I entrea’ _ 
to spare me the anguish of a second betrayal, a 
second awakening from my dream of happiness. 

“Surely if you had not been the most cruel of 
women, you would have been touched by the know- 
ledge that I had already —— bitterly from a 
woman’s treachery, and you would have had mercy 
upon me. But you hadno mercy. It suited you 
to come back to this neighborhood, to be near your 
former lover, Launcelot Darrell.” 


The letter dropped from Eleanor’s hands as she 
read these words. 

“My former lover!” she cried, “‘my lover, 
Launcelot Darrell! Can my husband think that? 
Can he think that I ever loved Launcelot, Darrell ?” 

She picked up the letter, and seated herself at 
her husband’s writing table. Then she deliberately 
reperused the first page of the lawyer’s epistle. 

‘How could he write such a letter?’ she ex- 
claimed, indignantly. ‘* How could he think such 
cruel things of me after I had told him the truth— 
after I had revealed the secret of my life ?” 

She went on with the letter: 


“From the hour of our return to Tolldale, Elea- 
nor,” wrote Gilbert Monckton, ‘‘I knew the truth, 
the hard and cruel truth, very difficult for a man 
to believe, when he has built up his life and ~— 
out a happy future under the influence of a delu- 
sionewhich leaves him desolate when it melts away. 
I knew the worst. I watched you as a man only 
watches the woman upon whose truth his every 
hope depends, and I saw that you still loved Launce- 
lot Darrell. By a hundred eyidences, small in 
themselves, but damning when massed together, 
you betrayed your secret. You had made a mer- 
cenary marriage, looking to worldly advantages to 
counterbalance your sacrifice of feeling; and you 
found too late that the sacrifice was too hard for 
you to bear. 

“I watched you day by mo and hour by hour; 
and I saw that as the time for Laura’s marriage 
approached, you grew hourly more unhappy, more 
restless, more impatient and capricious in your 
manner towards Launcelot. 

“On the night of Maurice de Crespigny’s death 
the storm burst. You met Launcelot Darrell in 
the Woodlands garden—perhaps by chance, per- 
haps by appointment. You tried to dissuade him 
against the marriage with Laura, as you had tried 
to dissuade Laura from marrying him; and failin 
in this, you gave way to a frenzy of jealousy, an 
accused your false lover of an impossible crime. 

‘Remember, Eleanor, I accuse you of no 


wrong Py have done me lies in the fact that you 


married me, while your heart was still given to 
another. I give you credit for having tried to 
conquer that fatal attachment, and attribute 


your false accusations against Launcelot Darrell to 
a mad impulse of jealousy, rather than the studied 
design of a base woman. I try to think well of 
you, Eleanor, for I have loved you most dearly; 
and the uew life that I had made for myself owed 
all its brightness to my hope of winning pe | 
regard. But it is not to be so. I bow my head 
to the decree, and I release you from a bond that 
has no doubt grown odious to you. 


| 
| 
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“I beg you, therefore, to write me a final letter 


demanding such terms of separation as you may 
think fit. Let the ground of our parting be in- 
compatibility of temper. Everything shall be done 
to render your position honorable; and I trust to 
you to preserve the name of Gilbert Monckton’s 
wife without taint or blemish. Signora Picirrillo 
will no doubt act for you in this business, and con- 
sent to assume the wy of your guardian and 
friend. I leave you in full possession of Tolldale 
Priory, and I go to Torquay with my ward, whence 
Ishall deparc for the Continent as soon as our 
Separation has been adjusted, and my business 
arrangements made. 

“My address for the next fortnight will be the 
post-office, Torquay. 

“ GrtBEert Monckton.” 


This was the letter which the lawyer had 
wrilten to his young wife. Its contents were like 
a thunderbolt dn the shock which they caused to 
E ‘eanor’s senses. She sat for a long time reading 
itover and over again. For the first time since 
her marriage she put aside the thought of her 
revenge, and began to think seriously of some- 
thing else. 

It was too cruel. Unmixed indignation was the 
fecling which took possession of her mind. She 
had no comprehension of the despair which had 
filled Gilbert Monckton’s breast as he wrote that 
farewell letter. She did not know how the strong 
man had done battle with his suspicions, struggling 
with every new doubt, and conquering it as it arose, 
only to be conquered himself at last, by the irre- 
sistible force of circumstances, every one of which 
Seemed a new evidence against his wife. Eleanor 
could not know this. Sae only knew that her hus- 
band had most bitterly wronged her, and she could 
fer! nothing but indignat ion—yet. 


She tore the letter into a hundred fragments. 
‘k@ wanted to annihilate its insulting accusations. 
fiuw dared he thiak so vilely of her? Then 2 
feeling of despair sank into her breast, like some 
«tual burden, chill and heavy, that bowed her 


down to the earth, and for the time paralysed her 
energies, 


St 





Nothing but failure had met.htr upon every 
side. She had been too late in her attempt to see 
Maurice de Crespigny before his death. She hd 
failed to prove Launcelot Darrell’s guilt; though 
the evidence of his crime had been in her hands, 
though she had been herself the witness of his 
wrong doing. Everything had been against her. 
The chance which had thrown her across the 
pathway of the very man she wished to meet had 
only given rise to delusive hopes, and had resulted 
in utter defeat. 

And now she found herself suspected and deserted 
by her husband—the man whom she had loved 
and respected with every better feeling of a gene- 
rous nature that had been warped and stunted 
by the all-absorbing motive of her life. In her 
indignation against Gilbert Monckton, her hatred 
of Launcelot Darrell became even more bitter 
than before, for it was he who had caused all 
this—it was he whose treachery had been the blight 
of her existence, from the hour of her father’s 
death unti) now. 

While Eleanor sat thinking over her husband’s 
letter, the old butler came to announce dinner, 
which had been waiting some time for her coming. 
I fancy the worthy retainer had been prowling about 
the hall meanwhile, with the hope of reading the 
«clue to some domestic mystery in his mistress's 
face as she emerged from the study. 

Mrs. Monckton went into the dining-room and 
made a show of eating her dinner. She had a mo- 
tive for doing this, beyond the desire to keep up 
appearances, which seems natural even to the most 
impulsive people. She wanted to hear all about 
Mr. de Crespigny’s will, and she knew that Jeffreys, 
the butler, was sure to be pretty well informed upon 
the subject. 

She took her accustomed seat at the dinner-table, 
and Mr. Jeffreys placed himself behind her. She 
took a spoonful of clear soup, and then began to 
trifle with her spoon. 

** Have you heard about Mr. de Crespigny’s will, 
Jeffreys ?” she asked. 

‘Well, ma’am, to tell the truth, we had Mr. 
Banks, the baker, from Hazlewood village, in the 
servants’ hall not a quarter of an hour ago, and he 
do say that Mr. Darrell has got all his great-uncle’s 
estate, real and personil—leastways, with the ex- 
ception of hannuities to the two old mai—the Miss 
de Crespignys, ma’am, and bein’ uncommon stingy 
in their dealin’s, no one will regret as they don’t 
come into the fortune. Sherry, ma’am, or ’ock ?” 

Eleanor touched one of the glasses before her al- 
most mechanically, and waited while the old man— 
who was not so skilful and rapid as he had been in 
the time of Gilbert Monckton’s father—poured out 
some wine, and removed her soup-plate. 

“Yes, ma’am,” he continued, ‘‘ Banks of Hazle- 
wood do say that Mr. Darrell have got the fortune. 
He heard it from Mrs. Darrell’s ’ousemaid, which 
Mrs. Darrell told all the servants directly as she 
come back from Woodlands, and were all of a 
tremble like with joy, the ’ousemaid said; but Mr. 
Launcelot, he were as white as a sheet, and hadn’ 
a word to say to any one, except the foreign gentle- 
man that he is so friendly with.” 

Eleanor paid very little attention to all these de- 
tails. She only thought of the main facet. The 
desperate game which Launcelot had played had 
been successful. The victory was his. 

Mrs. Monckton went from the dinner-table to 
her own room, and with her own hands dragged a 


deadly sin; no. deliberate treachery t) me. The portmanteau out of a roomy old-fashioned lumber- 


closet, and began to pack her plainest dresses, and 
the necessaries of her simple toilet. 

«I will leave Tolldale to-morrow morning,” she 
said. ‘I will at least prove to Mr. Monckton that 
I do not wish to enjoy the benefits of a mercenary 
marriage. I will leave this place and begin the 
world again. Richard was right; my dream of 
vengeance was a foolish dream. I suppose it is 
right, after all, that wicked people should succeed 
in this world, and we must be content to stand by 
and see them triumph.” 

Eleanor could not think without some bitterness 
of Laura’s abrupt departure. She could not have 
been actuated by the same motives that had in- 
fluenced Gilbert Monckton. Why, then, had she 
left without a word of farewell? Why? Launcelot 
Darrell was the cause of this sorrow as well as of 
every other, for it was jealousy about him that had 
prejudiced Laura against her friend. 

Early the next morsing Eleanor Monckton left 
Tolidale Priory. She went to the station at Wind- 
sor in a pony carriage which had been reserved for 
the use of herself and Laura Mason. She took 
with her only one portmanteau, her desk and 
dressing-case. 

“I am going alone, Martin,” she said to the 
maid whom Mr. Monckton had engaged to attend 
upon her. ‘‘ You know that I am accustomed to 
wait upon myself, and I do not think you could be 
accommodated where I am going.” 

‘But you will not be away long, ma’am, shall 
you?” the ycung woman asked. 

“I don’t know. I canaot tell you. I have 
written to Mr. Monckton,’’ Eleanor answered, 
hurriedly. 

In the bleak early spring morning she left the 
home in which she had known very little happiness. 
She looked back at the stately old-fashioned man- 
sion with a regretful sigh. 

How happy she might. have been within those 
ivied walls! How happy she might have been 
with her husband and Laura; but for the one hin- 
dering cause, the one fatal obstacle—Launcelot 
Darrell. She thought of what her life might have 
been, but for the remembrance of that solemn vow 
which was perpetually urging her on to its fulfil- 
ment. The love of a good man, the caressing 
affection of a gentle girl, the respect of every living 
creature round about her, might have been hers; 
tat for Launceiot Darrell. 

She iooked back at the cid house, gieeming redly 
behind the leafless branehes of the bare oaks that 
sheltered it. She could see the oriel window of the 


, morning room that Gilbert Monckton had furnished 





on purpose for her, the dark crimson of the volu- 
minous curtains, and a Parian statuette, of his own 
choosing, glittering whitely against the red light of 
the fire within. She saw all this, and regretted it; 
but her pride was soothed by the thought that she 
was running away from this luxurious home and all 
its elegance, to go out alone into a bleak, uncom- 
fortable world. 

“He shall know, at least, that I did not marry 
him for the sake of a fine house and horses and 
carriages,” she thought, as she watched the terrace 
chimneys disappear behind the trees. ‘‘ However 
meanly he thinks of me, he shall have no cause to 
think that.” 

It was still very early in the day when Eleanor 
arrived in London. ‘ She was determined not to go 
to the signora, since she must relate all that had 
happened, and would no doubt have considerable 
difficulty in convincing her old friend that she had 
chosen the right course. 

‘The signora would want me to go back to Toll- 
dale, and to try and justify myself in the opinion of 
Gilbert Monckton,” Eleanor thought. ‘“ ButI will 
never humiliate myself to him. He has wronged 
me; and the consequences of that wrong must rest 
upon his own head.” 

You see this young lady’s nature was as undis- 
ciplined as it had been in her girlhood, when she 
flung herself on her knees in the little Parisian 
chamber to take an oath of vengeance against her 
father’s destroyer. She had not yet learnt to sub- 
mit. She had not yet learnt the most sublime les- 
son that the Gospel teaches, to suffer unmerited 
wrong, and take it patiently. ‘ 

The letter she had written to Gilbert Monckton 
was very brief: 

“ Gilbert,” she wrote, “you have most cruell 
wronged me, andI cannot doubt that the day will 
come in which you will know how baseless your 
suspicions have been. Every word that I uttered 
in Mr. de Covoplqny' house upon the night of his 
death was true. I am quite powerless to prove my 
truth, and I cannot be content to see Launcelot 
Darrell triumph. The mystery of the lost will is 
more than I can comprehend, but 1 declare that it 
was in my possession five minutes before I met you 
in the garden. If ever that will should be found, 
my justification will be found with it. J look to 
you to watch my interests in this matter, but I am 
quite incapable of remaining an inmate of your 
house while you think me the base creature I 
should be if my accusations against Launcelot 
Darrell were in the — degree false. ‘I will 
never return to Tolldale until my truth has been 
proved. You need not fear that I will do anything 
to bring discredit upon your name. I go out into 
the world to get my own living, as I have done 
before. ELEANOR MonckTON.” 

This letter expressed very little of the indigna- 
nation which filled Eleanor’s breast. Her pride re- 
volted against the outrage which her husband had 
inflicted upon her; and she suffered all the more 
acutely because beneath her apparent indifference 
there lurked, in the innermost recesses of her heart, 
a true and pure affection for this cruel Gilbert 
Monckton, whose causeless suspicions had so 
deeply wounded her. 

In proporuon to the strength of her love was the 
force of her indignation, and she went away from 
Tolldale with angry thoughts reging in her breast, 
and buoying her up with a most factitious courage. 

This influence was still at work when she reached 
London. She had only a few pounds in her purse, 
and it was necessary therefore that she should be- 
gin to get her own living immediately. She had 
thought of this during her journey between Wind- 
sor and London, and had determined what to do. 
She took a cab, and drove to a quiet little hotel in 
the neighborhood of the Strand, left her portman- 
teau and other packages there, and then walked to 
a certain institution for governesses in the nefghbor- 
hood of Cavendish Square. She had been there 
before, during her residence with the signora, to 
make an inquiry about pupils for the pianoforte, 
but had never given her name to the principal. 

‘I must call myself bya newname,” she thought, 
“if I want to hide myself from Gilbert Monckton 
and from the signora. I must write to her directly, 
by-the-bye, poor dear, and tell her that I am safe 
and well; or else she will be making herself un- 
happy about me, directly she hears I have left Toll- 
dale.” 

Lhe principal of the Governess’ Institution was 
a stately maiden lady, with a rustling silk dress and 
glossy braids of gray hair under a cap of point lace. 
She received Eleanor with solemn graciousness, 
demanded her requirements and her qualifications, 
and then, with a gold pencil case poised lightly be- 
tween the tips of her taper fingers, deliberated for 
a few minutes. 

Eleanor sat opposite to her, watching her face 
very anxiously. She wanted-some home, some 
asylum, some hiding-place from a world that seemed 
altogether against her. She scarcely cared where 
or what the place of refuge might be. She wanted 
to get away from Gilbert Monckton, who had 
wronged and insulted her; and from Launcelot 
Darrell, whose treachery was always strong enough 
to triumph over the truth. 

But, of course, she didn’t say this. She only 
said that she wanted a situation as musical gov- 
erness, nursery governess, cr companion, and that 
the amount of salary was of very little importance 
to her. 

“IT understand,” the lady principal replied, slow. 
ly, “I perfectly understand your feeling, Miss— 
Miss—” 

“ My name is Villars,” Eleanor answered quickly, 
looking down at her muff as she spoke. 

The lady principal's eyes followed hers, and 
looked at the muff too, It was a very handsome 
sable muff, which had cost five-and-twenty pounds, 
and had been given by Mr. Monckton to his wife 
at the beginning of the winter. It was not at all 
in accord with Eleanor’s plain merino dress and 
woollen shawl, or with her desire to go out asa 
governess s-ithout consideration of salary. Miss 
Barkham, the lady principal, began to look rather 
suspiciously at her visitor's han!some face, and 
forgot to finish the sentence which she had only 
just commenced. 





‘You can command excellent references, Miss 
Villars, I suppose ?”’ she said, coldly. 

Eleanor flushed crimson. Here was an insur. 
mountable difficulty at the very outset. 

* References,” she stammered, “ will references 
be necessary ?” 

‘Most decidedly. We could not think of send- 
ing out any young lady from this establishment 
who could not command first-class references or 
testimonials. Some people are satisfied with writ- 
ten testimonials;; for myself, I consider -a personal 
reference indispensable, and I would not upon my 
own authority engage any lady without one.” 

Eleanor looked very much distressed. She had 
no idea of diplomatising or prevaricating. She 
blurted out the truth all at once, unappalled by the 
stern glances of Miss Barkham. 

“TI can’t possibly give you a reference,” she said, 
“my friends do not know that I am in search of a 
situation, and they must not knowit. J assure you 
that I belong to a very respectable family, and am 
quite competent to do what I profess to do.” 

(To be continued.) 
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BOOK NOTICES. 


Frank LessLre’s Lapy’s MAGAZINE 
SEPTEMBER, 


As a lady’s book we consider it second to none, 
while it is superior to most, both in fashion plates, 
wood engravings and general reading matter.—Ox- 
ford Reformer, 


It is without doubdt the best and most reliable fash- 
ionable magazine published,—Burlinyton Dollar 
Newspaper. 


Worthy of a place at every fireside,—Haverhill 
Gazette, ° 





FOR 


A splendid number, excelling everything in. that 
line ever before produced.—Platisburg Sentinel. 


The full-sized patterns are alone worth to ladies the 
price of the book.—Smyrna Times. 


Frank Leslie’s Magazine for September has a wealth 
of fashion illustrations, far surpassing that of any of 
its contemporaries. The literary matter, too, is of a 
high character-—Roxbury Journal. 


It is quite evident that the rpirited proprietor in- 
ds ng no expense in making this publication 
worthy of its title.— Montreal Transcript. 


A greater variety’and display than given by any 
other magazine in the country.— White: Sentinel, 


Look out for the October number, which will far 
surpass even that just issued for September. 


A ROYAL OPERA. 


THe German papers are very full of the 
Imperial operatic gala recently held in Frankfort. Le 
Nord thus describes it: 


The gala representation at Frankfort on Wedncs 
day consisted of the “ Barber of Seville,” with Patti 
in the principal role. The seats were occupied in the 
following order—2i members of the Senate, represen - 
tatives of the citizens, filled orchestra seats; the par- 
terre was exclusively reserved for the military; the 
boxes (les baignoires) were occupicd hy the ambassa- 
dors ; the first row of seats by the princes, the second 
row by maces Sota, and the galleries by those 
persons who received 8) invitations. 

“The Emperor of Austria arrived at eight o’clock, 
and took upa position on the first row of boxer, vis-d- 
vis of the stage; on his lef¢ sat the King of Bavaria. 
He wore a tunic of white cloth, red pantaloons and 
the decoration of Maria Theresa, The sovereigns of 
Meinengen Cobourg, Saxe Altenbourg, Oldenbourg, 
ete., were seated at the side of the Kin of Hanover, 
the Prince of Wurtemburg, the Grand Dukes of Baden- 
Baden and Weimer, and the representatives of the 
four free cities, dresscd in black, with some ministers. 

“ Behind each prince was an aide de-camp in brilliant 
uniform. It would be difficult to form an idea of the 
brilliancy of the uniforms and the ificence of the 
toilets. The Prince de Metternich, who stood behind 
the Princess, was entirely covered with gold and silver 
embroidery, so that it was difficult to see the cloth of 





his coat, 
“ Among the political personages which the Con- 
gress of Princes attrac’ to Frankfort, we mav also 


mention Prince Metternich, Count Apponye, Count 
qaearee de Cassel, Count + of Hanover, 
Count Lintzlow, the Prussian Minister, Lords Gran- 
ville and Clarendon, besides many Russian notabili 
ties, among others Count Cancrin and Prince Gagarin.” 








OscaNYAN’S ORIENTAL ALBUM.— Mr. Oscan- 
yan, whose lectures and works have done so much to 
make Turkish life as it really is known among us, has 
just issued an Oriental Album which makes a most 
charming and interesting gift. This collection of 
twenty-three pictures constitutes a unique and exquis- 
ite Oriental album comprising Turkish, Armenian,Cir- 
cassien, Jewish, Druz and Egyptian men and women 
photo hed from life, and thus giving all the var: 
and picturesque costumes of the Turkish Empire. 
As they are put at the low price of three dollars a 
cheaper and more attractive addition to an album or 
ornament to a centre table can scarcely be found. 


Mrs. Meaks’ SCHOOL.—It is scarcelv neces- 
sary to call the attention of our readers to the adver- 
tisement of Mrs. Mears’ Eoglish, French and Spanieh 
Boarding and Day School for young ladies— It is one 
of the oldest and best institutions in or near New 
York, and the successful progress of the pupils, the 

h order of instruction, in social as well us literary 
poiot of view, make it one of thuse institutions to 
which a fond peases can with a perfect feeling of 
security commit the education of a davghtcr, certain 
to find her graduate with the graces, the manners and 
the knowledge fitting the rank in society which she 
is to adorn. 


Boot anpD SHor CLEANING MacnIne—This 
istheinvention of Mr. Trought, of Glasgow, Scotland. 
The mach'ne does its work a and in a clean! 
manner; 80 much 80,t'st ‘t cui: clean and polish 40 
pair of boote or shores ir un li -ur, The machine is 
wrought upon the prirci; le of the turning-lathe, and 
has mene ayy &, wo revolve as the m- 
cine is kept with the for, 
shoé u Sal whe, and makiog a few revolutions, 
the is-removed; by holding the shoe in the same 
manner upon the second, the blacking is laid; and 
upon the third a polish is obtained, 


ARMIES OF THE Deip.—A correspondent 
of the Philadelphia Press writes from New Brandy 
Station, Va., under date of Ang. 6th: “ Last night I 
slept on historic ground. The white bones of those 
who had becn slain before gave forth a ghastly gleam 
when the soft moonlight +himmered down upon them 
through the heavy foliage. But a short distance from 
here can be seen the ey ekeleton of a sized 
man, The bare ekull, with its great, bollow, eyelees 
sockets, was there; the long finger bones and each 
particular rib was in its plave. All was bare ana 
white and ghastly. No; I forgot to mention that a 
well-preserved pair of boots still encased what wore 
the so'dier’s fect, but in whore friendiy cover now 
rattled the shin bones of the deceased. The warward 
winds played through the ~svity of the ch*st, -nd 
sighed thrcugh the «mpty ekull, whi-t gave forth a 
long, melancholy waii—the only dure that has there 
been played, save the requiem which the song birds 





twitter from the neighburiug trees. The bones of the 
horse bleached close by the side of the master,” 
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all of the Ist N. Y. V. En on these special 
x »ssions, At work day and night, constantly under 

re, the engineers especially are the most exposed 
men, while ou such cut7 as alcove, iz the command. 
It is to be hoped tcat Goverument and the people at 
home will duly appreciate the invaluable services cof 
the Ist ment N. Y. V. Enginecrs in this depot 

Col. E. W. Serrell, commanding. Of the labors o 

other officers and men in this campaign, when the 
proper time comes, you shall know what, to disclose 
their labors at this time, would seriously injure the 
cause, and give information to the enemy of vital im 

portance; therefore, for the present, I must say 
nothing as to their present fields of labor.” 

We also give a view of the gallant dash of the 24th 
Massachusetts on the rebel riflepits in front of Fort 
Wagner on the 26th of August. A correspondent 
thus deacribes it : 

** Just before dark, in accordance with orders issued, 
the batteries on the right opened simultaneously on 
Wagner and the riflepits between the fort and the 
ridge, and on the ridge itself. After 25 minutes fire, 
the 24th was ordered to dash forward. In a moment 
the men Jeaped over the parallel and in another were 
passing up the ridge. Une company of the 6ist N.C. 

ent were in the riflepits, but before they knew 
their own senses they were surrow and taken 
prisoners. Our men then places themselves in a 
state of defence, by throwing up an earthwork, which 
had increased before morning to the dimensions of a 
parallel, making number five of the series. 

“ What our men had most to fear was the grape and 
eanister from Wagner. The rauge was short, only 
150 yards, and it requtred a lively hand'ing of spades 
to put up a protection. rom the time the guns were 
opened to the moment the 24th were on the summit of 
the ridge 30 mimutes had elapsed. The regiment lost 
two killed and cight wounded and one missing. The 
rebel loss was four killed eight wounded and 68 prison- 
ers, including two Lieutenants. In fact the entire 
rebel company, with the exception of the Captain and 
two or three privates, were either killed, wounded or 
cap > e gained a portion of ground, the pos- 
session of which enabled the engineers to go on with 
the approaches towards Wagner.” 

Our middle shows the bombardment of Fort 
Gregg and Fort Wagner on the fifth and following 
days, ending in their final reduction. This view was 

en from Craig’s Hill, and shows every point of 
interest in this campaign. The forts, which are the 
main object of attack, are Guy seen with the Union 
batteries thundering on the right and left. Fort 
Sumter can be seen, maimed and crippled but still 
defiant; while the trorsides and Mo tors are en- 
gaging Forts Moultrie, Johnson, Bee. In the dis- 
tance Charleston, the object of the tremendous strug- 
gle, appears still unpunished for the> onnumbered 
woes she has brought on a once happy country. 

Around this we give views sketc by our special 
artist withia Fort Wagner, showing the interior itself 
as seen from the bombprceef; the mouth of the bomb- 
proof, with its shelves for pe. some still filled; 
the bombproef further in, where, the dead still lie as 
their comrades left them unburied, to receive the 
lust rites from the hands of a chivalrous enemy, 


SALISBURY, BRO. & CO., 
AGENTS FOR THE UNITED STATES, 
FOR THE CELEBRATED 


NE PLUS ULTRA 


EXTENSION HOLDERS & GOLD PENS 


Of the most hanésome and durable construction, put 
up in new fancy cases of one dozen each, and not sold 
in any less quantities. They will retail for $3 each. 








Price, per GOZEN....++-sev--eeseeee 


Sent by mail or express, prepaid. 
Adéress SALISBURY, BRO. & CO., 


417-22 Providence, R. I, 





THE SECRET OUT! 

Humbug Exploded ! A Book of Wonders ! 

Containing more than 1,000 ‘‘ Mistakes Corrected,” 
“ Secrets and Patents Revealed,” ‘‘ Employment for 
All,” Arts, ener ee. Receipts and Discover- 
ies (Artificial Gold, Silver and Diamonds, Whiskers 
and Moustaches in Six Weeks, Art of Embalming, 
Rarey’s Horse-Taming Method, Greek Fire, Fire- 
Eating, Hunter’s Secret—Everything), now sold by 
various ‘‘ Public Benefactors ” (? ) from $1 to $5 each. 
“ Medical Adviser,” “ Guide to Beauty,” “ Road to 
Wealth,” Cookery and Toilet Receipts, etc. A work 
really valuable to everybody, mailed free on receipt of 
5c. Also, a book containing, additionally, MANY 
VALUABLE “ Rules for Preserving the HEALTH OF 
SOLDIERS.” Hints on Camp Life, ample directions 
for Cooking, and full instruetions for getting Fur- 
LOUGHS and DISCHARGES. Sent, postpaid, for 30c. 

Address ‘UNION BOOK ASSOCIATION,” 

Aw Agents Wanted. Box 362, Syracuse, N. Y. 
4160 





HOSTETTER’S 


CELEBRATED 


STOMACH BITTERS 


HOSTETTER’S STOMACH BITTERS.—A great 
fact breaks down all prejudice. At length the medicel 
faculty admit that after all other remedies have failed 
in Dyspepeia, Hostetter’s Stomach Bitters will accom- 
plish acure. Nota day passes that we do not receive 
by letter and otherwise, evidences of its tonic pro- 
perties of the moot gratifyirg character, Of these 
testimonials many are from ladies, One of them says, 
“ After a living. martyrdom of years from indigestion 
and its concomitants, I at last, thanks to your inesti- 
mabie Bitters, am enabled to eat with a relish, and to 
digest what I eat without pain” We might quote 

rom hundreds of letters to the same effect. In rll 
complaints involving indig-stion, biliousness and the 
affections of the bowels consequent thereupon, HOS- 
TETTER’S BITTERS are the one thing needful. So 
say our correspondents generally, and such is also the 
testimony of many physicians who have been candid 
evough to state their opinions in black and white. 

Sold by all Druggists and Family Grocers. 


Hostetter’s Stomach Bitters, 
PREPARED AND SOLD B 


Y 
HOSTETTER & SMITH, Pirrssure, Pa 
DEPoT ror New YORK, 428 BROADWAY 








A VOICE FROM THE ARMY! 
A CRY FROM WASHINGTON } 


Volunteers, Attention! 


WIVES, 
MOTHERS 
AND 
SISTERS, 
Whose Husbands, Sons and Brothers are serving in 


the Army, cannot put into their knapsacks a more 
necessary or valuable gift than a few boxes of 


HOLLOWAW’S 


PILLS AND OINTMENT. 


They insure health even under the exposure of a 
Soldier’s life. 


Only 25 Cents a Box or Pot. 


SOLDIERS SPECIAL NOTICE! 


Do your duty to yourselves! 
Protect your Health! 


4a Read the following, just received this day from 
Washington: 


WASHINGTON, D.C. 
T. HoLtoway, M.D.: 


DEAK S1R—I avail myself of this opportunity to 
express my gratitude for your kindness in being so 
prompt in sending me your valuable Pills and Oint- 
ment, Hundreds of poor soldiers have been made 
comfortable and well by the use of your medicines; 
and they all can testify to their healing powers and 
capability of giving instant relief, It has, within my 
own observation, saved many a poor soldier from 
long sickness and much suffering. 

Yours truly, 
D. G. VOSE, Washington, D. C. 

August 24, 1863. 

416-19 


DERRICKSON & BARTLETT, 


(Successors to JAS. T. DERRICKSON,) 
COMMIIIssioNn : 


PAPER MERCHANTS, 


30 Beekman Street, NW. Y. 


James G, DERRICKSON, Henry A, BARTLETT 








BOOKS, CARDS, PRINTS. 
LONDON, PARIS and YANKEE NOTIONS, Cir- 
sulars sent on rere of stamp. Address 

MACKEY & C0., 8' Nassau St.,N Y. 


Card Pictures, Photographs, &c. 


K. W. BENICZKY, 


HAVING ENLARGED AND IMPROVED HIS 
GALLERY, No. 2 s4o->NEW-@s Cham et. 
has increased facilities for making Card Pictures and 
“—- Photographs, AT THE LOWEST PRICES. 





The Great Money-Making Article. 
Everybody needs it. Agus or Soldiers can make 
$10 a day. Sample, with particulars, sent free by 
mail, for 25 cents. dress 

E. H, MARTIN, Hinsdale, N. H. 


FINELE & LYON 


SEWING MACHINE CO. 


Produce the best Family Sewing Machine in use— 
simple in construction—durable in all its 
readily understood without instru of 
stitch on every kind of fabric—adap' +t + 
of work without change or adjustment—needle 
straight—teneion positive—and no taking apart ma- 
chine to clean or oil. 

These are peculiar facts, and will determine the 
choice of every purchaser having the opportunity of 

owing them. 

Please call and examine, or send for a Circular. 
Agents wanted. 

OFFICE, No. 5388 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


AGENTS and DEALERS, 


And the trade iz general—the following list of our 
most rapidly se articles— Patent Match 

Vest P and Indelible Pencil. Very for 
marking clothing. New Magic Tobacco Boz 

mizer. Cement—a union with this nope can 
sever. New Card Thermometers and Barometers, 
and 20 more novel and useful articles selling rapidly. 


Send re for Circular, 
, 83 Nassau 8t., N.Y., 
Chestuut 8t., Phila., 








8. W. RICE & CO. 
434 


The Barly Physical Degeneracy of 
AMERICAN PEOPLE, 


And the early melancholy decline of Childhood and 
Youth, just published by DR. STONE, Physician to 
the Troy Lung and\Hygienic Institute. 

A Treatise on the above subject, the cause of Ner- 
vous Debility, Marasmus and Consumption ; Wasting 
of the Vital Fluids, the mysterious and hidden causes 
for Palpitation, Impaired Nutrition and Digestion. 

ar Fail not to send two red stamps and obtain this 
book. Address 


DR. ANDREW STONE, 


Physician to the Troy Lung and Hygienic Institute 
and Physician for Diseases of the Heait, Throat an 


Pa, 








Langs, No, 9 Fifth Street, Troy, N. ¥. 402-14 


More than 30 years of sale and use 
t MARSHALL’S Caterrh and Headache Suaff, have 
proze tts grest value for ell the evannen diseases cf 
——6 ead: ond at this eomest, mort of % to need, end 
—_—" biyher then ever beforo icid by all Drug- 
sts. 


“‘ Moustaches and Whiskers in 42 Days.” 
Busting. Fishing and many other Great 8 

all in the BOOK of WONDERS, 11,000 sold. 13tb 
Ed. Now Ready, price only 80 cts. 8 for $1, post- 
paid. Mailed free. 

we C. E. HUNTERS & CO., Hinsdésle, N. B, 





“ BSURBEA!’ 


And will you have them? A Grecian preparation 
which will cause Whiskers and Moustaches to iw 
heavy in ONE MONTH; ouly 50 cents, sent prepaid on 
receipt of price 

18 Address Box 65, East Brookfield, Mass. 


Infe »n.—Highly importan 
send Ds ae Bae Pree, Pe et 





For Sale.—Persons wanting A MILD AND DE 
LIGHTFUL climate—open all winter—see advertise- 
ment of VINELAND. 416-19 





F Sale.—PERSONS IN ILL HEALTH.—See ad- 
vertisement of VINELAND. 416-19 





Big Thing !—Something Rich. 


AGENTS WANTED. 
stamp for Circulars and Terms to 
416-19 L, 8. PRAY & CO., Stoneham, Maine. 


TO THE AFFLICTED ! 








THE 


| 
GOLDEN “BALM OF iIFE! | 


OR 
ORIENTAL ELIXTE, 
Ise a certain cure for Premature Decay, Palpitation of 
the Heart, Depi essed — Loss of Appetite, Dis- 
eased Kidneys, Loss of Power, Diseased 
Coughs, Consumption and Neuralgia, 
The most Extraordinary Medicine of the day. 
PRICE $1 A BOTTLE, 
WATSON & CO., New York, 
Post Office Box 3948. 





MATRIMONIAL FAVORS 


Bridal Sets, Bridal Garnitures, 
Bridesmaid’s Sets, Ostrich Feathers and 
Paris Flowers: 

414-65 At TUCKER’S, 759 Broadway. 


SOLDIERS! SOLDIERS! 
ARTIFICIAL LEGS! 


Metallic Legs 


Made of corrugated mote. o Patented Jan. 6, 1863, 
; y the 
UNIVERSAL JOINT AND ARTIFICIAL LIMB 
COMPANY. 


WEIGHS ONLY KOUR POUNDS. 
SoldierB.....ssssseees- : eoeeeeePrice , 
Civilians—fiesh color.....+.+++++++ o * \. 

They will lengthen and ena are self-adjust 
ing. Bend for a Circular. Also, the lightest and best 
rtificial Arm in the world. 
OFFICE AND SALESROOM, No. 491 Broadway. 
416-23 J. W. WESTON, Agent. 





WANTED! WANTED! 
Do You Want Splendid Whiskers 
or Moustaches ? 


HUNTER’S ONGUENT will fore them to grow ' 
heavily in six weeks (upon the smoothest face) without 


stain or ~» '- the skin. Aleo, on Bald Heads, in 
ten weeks. ce, warranted, 75 cents, Postage free. 
Address C. HUNTER & CO. 

Box ¢74, Milwaukee, Wis. 





Card Photographs 20 cts. each, 6 for $1. 
—— one stamp. Address Box 28, Hawley, Pa. 





Agents Wanted.—#2 positively made from 20 


cents. Something urgently reeded by every person 
and examine, or 30 samples sent free Ba fo 

20 cents that retails for $2, by R. L. WOLCOTT, No 

170 Chatham fquare, N. Y. 415-27 


Do You Want Luxuriant Whiskers 
or IWoustaches ? 


MY ONGUENT will force them to grow h 
in six weeks (upon the smoothest face) without 
or injury to the skin. Price $1—sent by mail, post 
free, to any address on receipt of an order. 

R. G. GRAHA 








_—_ 


We have furnished our Rifles as follows : 

To State of Kentucky, 1 

to Gen. Ripley, Chief of Ordnance, 150; to Col. Col- 

ling, 11th O. V. C., 220; to many independent com- 

panies ; to military officers and citizens too numerous 
mention, 54 lbs., 24 in., 


44 cal. 
B. KITTREDGE & CO., 
415-27 Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Beauty.—HUNT’S WHITE LIQUID ENAM 
EL 
brated 


skin permanently, 
and imparts a free ness and transparency 





arisian Ladies’ Enameler. It whitens the 
ving it a soft, satin-like texture, 
to the com- 


plexion which is quite natural, without injury to the | 


skin. Itis also warran’ to remove Tan, kles, 
Pimples, Sunburn, etc, 
servation, on receipt of price, 30 cents. Address 
HUNT & CO., Perfumers, 133 South-Seventh Street, 


and 41 South-Eightb Street, Philadelphia 417-20 
$1. WATCHES $1. 
AND JEWELLERY. 

This is the only opportunity of gettin good Jewel- 
lery or Gold Pen and Holder tor $1, mie the privi 
lege of selecting for yourself. 

nd 25 ents for Catalogue, givin 
every article, and make your selection before sending 


the money, H. BLISS & Co, 
417 82 and 84 Nassau St., N. Y, 


ver, Colds, 


y | 


, 109 Nassau St., N.Y. - | 


; to State of Indiana, 760; 


by Madame Rachel Leverson, the cele- | 


Sent by mail, free from ob- | 


the name of | Queen; Major for Jack. 


|AMERICAN CARD COMPANY'S 


New Emblems acd Splendid Vesigns 


NEW UNION PLAYING CARDs. 





Civilians and Soldiers send 



































SHIELDS, STARS an! FLAG*- 
ing; Goddess of Liverty fot 
"Gio Packs in elegant card 
on receipt of 31. Adircss 
AMERICAN CARD COMPANY, 
165 William St., or 455 Broadway, N.Y, 


The suits are EAGLES 
| Colonel in place of Kk 
cases sent 


| 417 
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J. H. WINSLSW & CO. 


: GREATEST CPFORTUNITY EVER OF- 
THE GR o Ty on 


RED TOS 
- LERY AT LOW PRICES. 


100,000 


WATCHES, CHAINS, SETS OF JEWELLERY, GOLD gam, 
RACELETS, LOCKETS, RINGS, GENTS’ PINS 
SLEEVE-BUTTONS, STUDS, ETC., ETC., 
ETC., 


Worth $500,000, 


ben 4 fand not tobe paid for ti know 
ecto get. Send 25 cents for a Gerbifieate, which ill 
inform wR ey ty 1, and at the same 
time our Circular and particu- 

we want in every 


icone 


Broadway, New York. 


ie 





WINES AND BRANDIES, 


Paul De Coninck, Monod & Guiraud 
Bordeaux, France. 
J. MARC MARTIN, 
SOLE AGENT FOR THE UNITED STATES 
16 No, 203 Pearl Street, N. Y. 


_Fentlone, Mensty, Taz, Fries Meeey, 


ldiers discharged for wounds, to bounty, 
we send ou Has rene iaation and Circular, 
wi 088, 
to pay return meOMES, BROWN 8 CO! 
a ae and 476 '/th Street, Wash- 
in m, DV. Ve 


HUBBARD BROS 


Sr Waxengs, | 


‘ durab) 
and a realoable Satehes tn "Atmerioan markt, They | eral 
A sole consignees in this country for the 
cele rated 


MAGIC TIME OBSERVERS ! 


THE PERFECTION OF MECHANISM! 
iginG A HUNTING OR OPEN FACE oR LADY’s OB 
GENTLEMAN’s WA’ COMBINED, WITH 
PATENT SELF-WINDING IMPROVEMENT, 


A MOST PLEASING NOVELTY. 


One of the pretti seprenient, ont Gott 
the best — ¢ pm timepiece for and re “f 
liable use ever offered. It has within i ond eounested 
wal mz its own winding attachment, 
rendering a 
this Wateh are composed of two m 

one being fine 16-carat gold. It has the 
scoursss. tapaploss. Esion, superhiy, Guqeved, Dar 
accurate ece. 8u) 

case of nait donen, #26 a , Sample Watches, in in’ n' meat 
morocco boxes, $35. mail the postage is 36cents ; 
registering, 20 cents. 


RAILWAY TIMEKEEPERS, 


WITH HEAVY STERLING SILVER CASES, 
ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR ARMY SALES. 


The RAILWAY TIMEKEEPER hes HEAVY 
SOLID STERLING SILVER beautiful white 











time! of half dowen, 60; tp 
ce case ; 
mail, $1 65 for and 20 Lede | 
ditional, A safe delivery by mail 

4#% Sold only by the case. - 


THE RAILWAY TIMEKEEPER is also furnished in 
handsome silver-plated cases, and in all other respects 


the same as Soe ver tee ean while in ce they 
are sly one $48 per case of Postage, 
$1 65, sdicveragy 20 sox Sold only by the case, 


a = oc are novelties —, b 
ier house, com) accuracy as 
keepers, bein —y T--+ and artistically fin- 


ished, and ed st prices com; n 
from all 

The press in all parts of the voluntarily at- 
test the phatic, speaking. directly to eneomiums 
are emi th 
mannet not 0 be miswaderstoos — 


“ Particularly valuable for Officers in the Army and 
Travellers. Y—— Frank Leslie’s, Feb 21. 

“ Prettiest, best and st jeces ever of 
fered Ne . INustrated News, Jan 10, 

“ Exceed other manufactures in point of accuracy 
and ele —, Gazette, Phila- 
delphia, May 0. ae ee 

“An im emen ordinary timepieces and 
valuable es men,”—North American Rail 
road Journal, Aug.9.  . 


ay ao and artistically finished.”V, Y. 


Scottish A , July 30. 
‘ Combine J mnt accuracy 98 timekeepers,”— Pitts- 
“urg, Pa., Chronicle, July 27. 


‘‘ Very pretty and durable watches for the army.” — 
v8 8. , and Navy Journal, Government organ, 


“Ont of the oldest and most houses in 
— Louisville, K 


business,” Ky., Sek July 31. 

4@- TERMS, CasH! INVARIABLY IN ADVANCE! 
4 Agents Cy buyers must deal directly with 
rod later, ta ab Our Hiek Or ag or mall in a 
most prompt and 

SUBGARD BRO gy SOLE 


2” in 4 
415-16 169 Broadway and 2 Cortlandt 8t., N. Y. 











v affecti and 
cnate 
and gain the lo ¢, confidence, oa good 


"—How either sex may fas- 
vill of any iT. y. This 
Mental pose ty mall, 
t scree in ore, mar guide “ae SL of cl of both vexed 


~an extraordinary book, of grea interest 
hon; over 100,000 


IN SOLID 





DROWN 


ATTENTION, 
ARMY CORPS 


IN SOLID SILVER, $1. 


D.C.HENRY. 


C°.C.23 %2 





IN SOLID SILVER, $1 25. . 





In GOLD, $5 each. For Circular of explanation, address 


SOLDIERS ! 


BADGES TO ORDER. 


SILVER, $1. IN SOLID SILVER, $1. 






PANY. ' 
NYY. 


IN SOLID SILVER, $1 50. 


& MOORE, Manufacturing Jewellers, 
208 Broadway, New York. 


50,000 AGENTS WANTED | 
RARE OPPORTUNITY! 


76,000 Watches, Gold Pens and Pencils, 
VEST, GUARD AND NECK CHAINS, 
CHATELAINE CHAINS AND PINS, 
ENGRAVED BRACELETS, 


Worth $400,000, 








Seals and 
atc, at 


‘end 95 cont. 
=—AGENTS wanted evg@tywhere. The 
grosient ce ever offered to m money. Send 
0 cents for a — and see for yourself, or call at 
ar hee 
. W. TOMLINSON, Boston, Mass. 


Savage & Co.’s New Chimney Burner. 
erosene Oils with a brilliant » without 
Saves 25 per cent. Office 

Send for 


ari eas or me faa 


le tb mail, — maid, fo 50 cts 
om y r . 
ber tx} oo en 

Now is the Time to Make Money-— 
Good reliable AGENTS wanted everywhere to sell 
by subscription Mrs. Stephens’s great work, THE 
PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE WAR FOR 
THE UNION. It ia the most popular History pub- 
lished, and is meeting with an extraordinary sale 


For full particulars of Agency, address 
JCHN G. WELLS, 


French Note Pas 
Presses, pe S* 
J, Everdell’s, 302 Broadway, 

For Specimens by mail, 





parr —— J 














417 No. 165 William St., N. Y. 
case — > ba | = yp 
PAMPH 


ROPE, RAGGING, COTTON and nod alll binds’ of poet 
stock, at 40 West Broadway, by 
000 Cc MAUR & GO, 


Cc. W. FRENCH, 
607 Broadway, 


GENTLEMEN’S FURNISHING GOODS. 











cpa ake. m + a. 83 oe ers 
8 (dou' e 
Ee hos: Bie to e153. bers itinas, $8 


de A a dT any part of the country. 
“en eOREDERICK x BLUM ME, 208 Bowery, N. Y. 


J. W. EVERETT & CO,, 
METROPOLITAN 


PURCHASING psoas 
We will forward to any 





of order 


the "LOWEST by cash) nANY Ant ARTIOLE SEQUISED, at 
gy ay iq —% pate i Be 4 
ing ing Cards, Arm » fs my, 


og ee ;OF any other articles 


UNION BADGE. 


PER HUNDRED, 
$10, 
SINGLE BADGES, 

* 15 centa, 
Sent free by Express or Mail 

J. W. EVERETT & CO 
111 Falton Pereet, or P. O, Box 1614 
New York City. 








PIANOFORTE TEACHERS SAY 


That with RICHARDSON’S NEW METHOD they 
are enabled to paren a Secoeg Se ye of Piano 


Playing with far less difficulty idity 
SS other system, and ee olar is 
eased with his d y progress, and looks forward to 


ae next lesson as a pleasant me rather than aa 
an irksome task. The usual dull and wearisome ex- 
ie for practice are inthis N¥.W METHOD su 
Melodies, ths.t please the ear w 

they ani eh, Ag i~ = in his effor ts ri-y an excel. 
ee 


ee 
IVER Pir ON & CO, fishers, Boston. 





“Phe Printer’s Devil,” A handsome ilus- 
trated li and miscellameous journal, ful! of 
i a be sent six months on trial for 

et — pt neers in the Home Journal vot 





WILLLAM ‘A co., Publishers, 


ae PRINTER'S DEVIL, Box 2900, N. ¥,” 


TEN CENT MONTHLY 


FOR OCTOBER, 1863. 


CONTENTS: 
Elsie Monteith—with four Illustrations. 

The Governess; a Tale of the Times— 
with four illustrations. 

The Dean’s Watch—with two illustra- 
tions. 

Marrying for Money. 

The Opal. 

Hyacinth Imperial. 

My Second-Class Ticket. 

Six Illustrated Original Poems. 

Cowper and his Hares—illustrated. 

Anecdotes, Sketches, Caricatures, in 
profusion. 


No Magazine has ever offered such a variety 
| -- eftxst-class and attractive matter, and 


none has been so completely successful. 
Subscribe to the Cheapest and Best Maga- 
zine in the country. $1 a year. Ten 
cents a number. 
FRANK LESLIE’S 
Publication Office, 
72 Duane Street, N. Y. 





60 A MONTH! We want Agents st $60 amonth, 

y ey paid, to sell our Zver P 
Burners. and 13 other articles. 15 Cir- 

SHAW & CLARK, Biddeford, Me, 





ONE POUND. 


& TRY 


4 


by Grocers and yt. ide of all ages 
WHOLESALE DEPOT, 166 FULTON STREET. 
WM. DURYBA, General Agent. 


412-24 





Lectures and Literary Agency. 


scriber, ha resumed his residence in 
Nee’ York, renews his ere of service as a Public 
Literary 


LECTURES. — fie has - and is preparing 
New Lectures in vend verse , adapted to popular 
audiences, and will deliver them on — terms, 
at the invitation of Young Men’s A end, Lee 
ume and Institutes throughout the country 

also —y- — —~ on versary occasions for 
Colleges, of Learning, and publié 

‘ittioal and 


fies, social. 
S| rr RARY AGENCY. a subscriber will con- 
tinue his Literary tS is ry assist 
authors. Manuscri are tet 
= is o over. are then, i proved recom- 
publishers. For this opi whether fa- 
water oe cavesse required. 


verse, an a by mall fee of $10 is 
This should be remitted by mail or por capes. 
with manuscripts, rhe or 
asking advice should always oy a small fee, to 
compensate time and trouble im replies. ra 
PARK BENJAMIN, 75 West 45th St., N 
414-17 











er, ete., ete.), is the cheapest, and best, and most 
Seton, stn) to as chenpnt, ont and light 
stitch (which is fy Fey 
capacity for sewing ALL KINDS of cloth, and with 





STAMME RING. 


Bates’s Patent Scientific Aguienene, Se the 
only Be means for the rapid 





? Fancy Pigeons and : 
vate 8 = sale, Apply me Or , as the owner 
is going to Europe. Box 2600, P.O ton. 


OR, 

THE LADY OF PEARLS, 
By A. DUMAS, Jr., author of Page ” 
ae yt hich, in gy s— 4 Tit dace it Coss 

not surpass, LADY re yg (CAMELIAS, th 
novel on which LA TRAVIATA 


Py) edition of the ios rE 
FRANK LESLIE’S EDITION. 








TIFFANE & CO., 
LATE 
TIFFANY, YOUNG & ELLIS. 


Fine F tem Precious Stance, Watches, Silver- 
Ware, Bronzea, Clocks, Rich Porcelain Articles of 
Art and Laxery. 
No. 460 BROADWAY, N. Y. 
House in Paris, TIFFANY, REED & CO. 


GREEN SEAL 
RHEUMATIC SPECIFIC! 


' & CERTAIN CURE FOR 
CHRONIC AND INFLAMMATORY 


RHEUMATISM, 
Rheumatic Gout & Tie Doloreux. 


PRICE $1: 4 BOTTLE. 


WATSON & CO., New York. 
Post Office Box 3948. 








cents, wnguathy wanset by ev Call and 

amine, or 10 samples Ly by mal i for 20 cents that 
Fe | ce for #2, by B. L. , No. ro 
Square, N. 








Royal Havana Lottery.- 
ferthshed. a ighest cet oat ter Duatioons and 


kinds of Gold nyt 
TAYLOR &co 
Mo. 16 W 


aii Btreet, B. 5 4 














SOLDIERS’ 
COMPANY PINS 


maurnhemes (+ ~ em sent free 
on of price, 
Solid Silver, $1, | Solid Silver, $1. 


Solid 18 k gold, $3 50. | Solid 18 k gold, $3 50, 
Solid Silver, with letters in yold relief, $1 50. 


The above are fac-simile cuts, handsomely Engraved 
with name and regiment, with the letter representing 
the Co,, in BOLD RELIEF. 


CO PS BADGES 
Sent free by mail or express on receipt of price. 





Badges for the ist, 2d, 3d, 5th, 6th, 11th and 12th 
Army Corps. 
ist Division, Enameled, Red; 2d Division, White; 
ba Division, “nameled, Blue, 


Prices of Corps Badges : 
ist Division, either Corps, Sterling Silver, 


Enameled, eee 
ist Division, either Corps, 
=“ Division, elther Corps, . 
Sterling Silver, 

cocccccel 50 
karat Gold, 


covcvccscccccccccccesecsesh OO 


Enameled, Blue.......... 
3d Division, either Corps, 16 
Enameled, Blue 


TERMS CASH, IN ADVANCE. 


Send fora Circular. Address 
J. G@. PACKARD & CO., 
208 Broadway, N. Y. 


TO EVERYBODY 
Who wishes to get rich. We offer 
GREAT INDUCEMINTS 
To sell the largest, best and cheapest 


Stationery and Prize Packets Out. 
Something that everybody wants, and 
NO HUMBUG! 
Send for owe New Circular and read for yourself. 
G. 8. HASKINS & 00,, co reemmnen St. N.Y 


MONEY AND TEMPER SAVED! 


BROWN’S NEW METAL. I 


4170 








TOP LAMP CHIMNEY 
does not break by heat, does 
not get smoky; easily and 
uickly eleaned, One out- 
stencomm u Chimneys, 
Try it and you will use no 
other. 


N. L. C. MAN’F’G CO., 


45 Fulton St,, N. Y. 
0000 


Genuine American Lever Watches, 
In coin Silver, heavy Hunting Case, warranted, for 
$22—retail price $35. 
Genuine Full Jewelled American Lever 


Watches, in 4 ounce coin silver, Hunting Case, Gold 
Joints, for $35. 

Also, EVERY VARIETY of GOOD WATCHES 
at equally low rates, 

All orders fr>m the Army must be prepaid, as the 
Express Comp...ies will not take bills for collection 
on Soldiers, 


J. L. FERGUSON, Importer of Watches 
170 208 Broadway, N.Y. 


TOMES, SON & MELVAIN 
6 Maiden Lane, New York. 


FL eS 








Dealers in Arms of every Description. 
and Navy Equipments. 


RICH PRESENTATION SWORDS. 


Smith & Wesson’s Breech-loading Rifles and Pistols 
Bacon Manufacturing Co.’s Revolving Pistols. 


WILL NOT BREAK. 


The Patent Fireproof Conical Chimney 
for Coal Oil Lamps are made 
for the Million! 
This invention has a combination of advan- 
tages over the glass s. First—they 
il not break by heat or falling, They are 
an ornament to the lamp. They will save oil. 
The Conical Chimney is so constructed as to 
admit of expansion and contraction without 
injury. A will fit all the burners now in 


use, Try them 
AMOS HORNING, 
Agent for Manufacturer, 
No. 821 North 2d 8t., Philadelphia, 


Photograph Albums! 


SUPERB STYLES, in ARABESQUE and GOLD, at 
ANY PRICE from $1 to aH each. Very t Al- 
mets Seen lee 


a 
co. 


, sent 
List sent on recei 
I, W. LUCAS 
173 Broadway, R. ¥. 


“wr > £ 


Army 
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you are oul 
after you: 
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4 Now then. 
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Conta. runaway like med and when 2 
07 Tl state i; os 
bund, by INTER: 
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=— 
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~) don. tyou sees : 


JOHN BULL ENFORCING INTERNATIONAL LAW. 





$165 Per Day Easy $15 
And a Watch Free! 


100,000 men and women wanted to act as Agents in 
every Town, voaege arti Camp, to sell our 

r, unex and le EXTRA LARGE SIZE 

IZE PACKAG&S, containing 1 quantities of 

STATIONERY, RECIPES, YANKEE NOTIONS, etc. 

Sells anne gg , Best and Cheapest ever 

manufactured. Each P: contains fine Writing 

Materials, such as Paper, Envelopes, Pens, Pencils, 
Blotters, Emblems, Ladie®’ Paris on 8 

eedlework, Keepsakes, Household 

ons (for Soldiers), Parlor 

riters, Many Ways 

8, Gents’ Pocket 

, YANKEE 


on 
INUTIUNS UF aI a 
and Advice, Rich and Costly Presents of Fashi 
Jewellery, etc., ete., ete., the whole worth MANY 
DOLLARS, if bought P 
ONLY 26 cents retail. 


to 
8 of escriptions put up for Sut- 

lesale Dealers, etc. DS SENT 
70 ALL PARTS OF THE ARMY SAFE. All Soldiers 
are allowed to Receive and Sell our Goods. A Splen- 
did ‘Solid Silver Watch,” English Movements, and 
Correct Timepiece, presented “ free” to all who act aa 
Agents. Send for our New Circulars with Eztra 
Premium Inducements, free. 8. C. RICKARDS & 
co., 1 Nassau Street, New Ycrk, the Great 
bag — and Oldest Prize Package House in 
= orld, Deware of imposters of similar names. 


A Beautiful Microscope for 30 Cts., 


AGNIFYING 500 times, mailed on receipt 
of price. Five of different powers, $1. Ad- 


dress F. B. BOWEN, Box 220, Boston, Mass. 000 


GREAT 
ik: fl TRIUMPH. 
STEINWAY & SONS, Nos. 82 and Walker 
Street, N. Y., were awarded a FIRST PRIZE MEDAL 
at the late Great International Exhibition, London. 
There were two hundred and sixty-nine pianos from 


all of the world entered for competition. 
e special correspondent of the New York Times 





says: 

u Mesers, Steinway’s endorsement by the Jurors is 
emphatic, and stronger and more to the point than 
that of any European maker.” - 0000 





600 more Agents wanted.—Business new. 

Pays $5 a ¥y and uires no capital. Address, with 

stamp, . W. STEPHENS, Morristown, N. J, 
170 


Discharged Soldiers and others sre making 
enormous wages in the Stencil business. Don’t fail to 


send f-¢ a free Catal e containin: rticulars. 
—_ Address OMILLIKENS DAVIS, 
fi) 


Brandon, Vt. 

‘So the Trade. 

FOR PATRIOTIC ENVELOPES, 

UNION NOTE PAPER, 
UNION PRIZE PACKETS, 
AND UNION PLAYING CARDS, 
Send to Headquarters. 
Address JOHN G. WELLS, 165 William 8t., N. Y., 


PO ee Depot for all kinds of Stationery, 
) 











MR. MERRYMAN’S MONTHLY, for Oc- 
tober, is now ready. 382 pages—60 illus- 


trations. Only 10 cents. 


o 


MEN and WOMEN ! 


$15 per day and an elegant Hunting-Cased Gold- 
Plated Watch to every Agent who will Sell our great- 
est “ PRIZE PACKAGES” in the world. 
New Firm and New Goods, 
a@-Call or send for our New Circulars, and be 


convinced. 
MARET & OO., 58 8t. 
Box 3131, N, Y. 


Mental and Physical Mnergies Re- 











stored.—See page 14. 





HAVE YOU SEEN THE 


NEW UNION PLAYING CARDS 


NATIONAL EMBLEMS? 


They are the prettiest cards ever made, and are rapidly 
taking the place of cards bearing Foreign Emblems. 
Everybody that sees them wants them. No man in 
the Trade can afford to be without them. 
aay See advertisement on another page. 4170 





BALLOU’S 
Patented 
French Yoke 


SHIRTS. 


Warranted to rit, 
and to be 


CHEAPER 


for the same qual- 
ities and make 
than those of any 
other Shirt House 
in this city. 
Circular contain- 





ing drawings and 
prices sent free. 


For sale by all the principal dealers throughout the 
United States. 
BALLOU BROTHERS, 403 Broadway, New York. 





A Secret Worth Enqwing.—How to make 
the CELEBRATED WESTERN CIDER without 
apples or other fruit, ig 12 hours. The Recipe sent 
everywhere for 25 cents. Address 

4120 F. B. BOWEN, Box 220, Boston, Mses. 





TO CONSUMPTIVES ! 


The Rev. Edward A. Wilson continues to mail free 
of charge, to all who desire it, a copy of the prescrip- 
tion by which he was completely cured of that dire 
disease, Consumption, Sufferers with any Throat 
or Lung Affection should obtain the Prescriptions and 
try its efficacy at once. Delays are dangerous. 

Address 
REV. EDWARD A. WILSON, 


409-200 Williamsburg, King’s Co., N. Y. 





STEEL 
COLLARS 


AND CUFFS, 





ENAMELED 
LILY WHITE, 


Having the appearance and comfort of linen, have 

been worn in +3 land for the last two years in pre- 

ference to any other collar, as they are readily cleaned 

in one minute with a sponge, 

To military men and vellers they are invaluable. 

Price $1 each ; sent by post to any part of the Union 
on the receipt of $1 15. 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. 

AGENTS WANTED in every Town in the Union. 

8. W. H. WARD, Sole Agent for U. 8. 

387 Broadway, N. 


¥. 


ALSO, 

FRENCH FLANNEL OVERSHIRTS, 
the 1 st assortment in New York, $2 756, $3, $3 75 
each ; bn cut one yard long. ‘ pak , 
A single shirt sent by mail on receipt of the cost. 
The cost of postage must be inclosed—63 cents for 
each Shirt. 

Send the size of your neck, 


ALSO, 
ENGLISH MERINO UNDERSHIRTS AND 
DRAWERS, 
$2, $2 25 and $2 50. 
A LARGE STOCK OF 
SCOTCH «+-AMBS WOOL 


UNDERSHIRTS AND DRAWERS 


ALSO, 
FINE WHITE SHIRTS 
to order, $2, $2 50 and $3. 
Send for Price List and Rules for Measurement to 
WARD, FROM LONDON, 
No. 387 Broadway, N. Y. 


Watches Given to All our Agents! 


A GREAT CHANGE, 
READER, delay not one moment, until you send for 
our New PRIZE STATIONERY PACKAGE Cir- 
cular, whether you want it or not, It contains im- 
portant information for everybody. Great induce- 
ment offered to ita. 
0000 «=6#p WEIR & CO., 34 South-Third St., Phila. 








/\ 


S. M. WARD. 
Co. B 48% 





Co.1 29 N.J.Vol. 








MAJ. JOHN S.TYLER 
2wo Reet Vr. Vots. 
—— 





\_/ 
i 





HEADQUARTERS for ARMY CORPS PINS 


NTS WANTED 


sample of the New Union 
the No. of your Corps and I 


4170 


AGE in every Regiment, Hospital and t ° 
will send a solid Silver Shield, or either “Army Corps Pin,» A ay 


handsomely Engraved on it, or a Kearny Cross Pin, in 


For $1 I 
with your Name, Regiment and Compavy 
ine Gold Plate; and for 50 cents I will send you 8 


e Pin her with my Wholesale Circular to ents. Only send me the 
1 Ain dy yA — TA 4s f 


B, T. HAYWARD, Manufacturing Jeweller, 208 Broadway (Room No. 1), N. Y. 





VINELAND. . LANDS. 


and thriving 
Rich Soil—produces 
ewe tho tooth tuprovien plans 
ts lald out %e 


From Report of Solon Robinson, Ag. Ed. Tribune: 


in an almost level and for 
_ position, suitable condition 


“It is one of the most extensive fertile 
pleasant , that we know of this side 


Settlement; mild and healthful 
Large Crops, iwhich can now be 
ears. Good business 


TO ALL WANTING FARMS! 


climate ; 30 miles south of Philadelphia, by 
; 20 and 50 Acre Tracts 





and gi 
Co., New Jersey. 


416-190 





